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PREFACE. 

violin, compared him to -^sop dancing ; })ut Oliver, stopping 
short in the performance, immediately disabled his satirist with 
a sharp epigram, — 

" Our herald hath proclaim'd this Kiyiiig, 
Soe >Eflop (lancinp, and his monkey playing." 

On the 11th of June, 1745, he was admitted a Sizer of Trinity 
College, Dublin — a fact which denoted a considerable proficiency 
in classical learning ; but he was unfortunate in his tutor, who 
deser\'ed, and has won, the title of "Savage;" and, perhaps, the 
promise of Oliver was blighted by his severity. He neglected 
his studies, and was seen " perpetually lounging alx)ut the college 
gate." We find him elected, June ir>th, 1747, to an Exhibition, 
on the foundation of Erasmus Smith, obtaining a i)remium at 
the Cliristmas examination, and, after a delay of two years, 
taking his Bachelor's degree, Febmary 27th, 1750. His father 
died in 1747, but ho found a second pju-ent in the R<'v. Thomas 
Contarine, who wjis descended from a nobU^ aneestrv in Venice, 
and had b(»en a contemporary and friend (^f Berkeley. The 
relatives of the Poet now ad\nsod him " to go into oixiers," and 
yielding to the persuasion of Mr. Contarine, he presented himself 
before the Bishop of Elphin, and was rejected. Tradition ascribes 
the failure to his uncanonical costume, and the episcopal dislike 
of scarlet breeches. 

His kind friends might now, jis he afterwards wrote, he per- 
fectly satisfied that he was undone ; but they did not abandon 
him. He was enabled to ])roceed to Edinburgh, towards tlie 
end of 1752, where he attended the lectures of Monro and the 
other Medicfd l^rofessors. Scotland did not please him. " Shall 
I tiro you," he ^\Tote to a friend, *' with a description of this 
unfruitful country, where I must lead you over their hills all 
brown with heath, or their valleys scai-cely able to feed a rabbit ? 
Man alone seems to 1h) the only creaturt* who has arrived to 
the natural size in this poor soil." 

His design of completing his studies at Leyden was nearly 
frustrated by an act of generous imprudence, from which two 
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college friends set him free. From Leyden, in the April or 
May of 1754, he sent a letter to Mr. Contarine, containing an 
account of his journey, and some lively sketches of the " down- 
right Hollander," with lank hair, hiced hat, no coat, and seven 
waistcoats, the lady with her portable stove, the lugubrious 
Harlequm, and the domestic interior, which reminded him of a 
magnificent Egyptian temple dedicated to an ox. He remained 
in Leyden nearly a year, deriving smjdl benefit from the instruc- 
tion of the Professors, who, ^^^tll the exception of Gaubius, the 
teacher of Chemistiy, were as indolent as himself. Meanwliile, 
the necessiiries of life were costly, and the atti'actions of the 
gaming-table proved to be overpowering and ruinous. At 
length, having emptied his pui*sc, and reduced liis wardrobe to 
a single shirt, he boldly resolved to make the tour of Europe. 
This chai^acteristic chapter of the Poet's history is yet to be 
written, if his lost letters should ever be recovered. The 
interesting and co]mous narrative which he communicated to 
Dr. Radcliif is known to liave been destroyed by fire. 

He conunenced his travels about Febi-uary, 1755. "A good 
voice," adopting his own account of an earlier adventurer, "and 
a trifling skill in music, were the oidy finances he had to support 
an undertaking so extensive." Thus he jomneyed, and at night 
sang at the doors of peasants' houses, to get himself a lodging. 
Once or twice, he " attempted to play to people of fashion," but 
they despised his performance, and never rewarded liim even 
with a trifle. We are told by Bishop Percy, that he reached 
Padua, and visited all the northern parts of Italy, returning, on 
foot, through France, and lauding at Dover, about the beginning 
of the war, in 1750. We may believe his own assurance, that 
he fought his way homewards, exanuning mankind with near 
eyes, and seeing both sides of the picture. 

lie appeared in Lond(m, without metms or interest. England, 
he complainetl, wjis a country, where lK»ing born an Iiishman 
was sullicicnt to kt'cp a man unemployed. With much difficulty 
he obtained ihv situation of usher at a school. Johnson did 
not reuiendxT the oi-cupution with a fiercer disgut^t ; and the 
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redolent Frdich toaclior, papering his curls at night, was a 
fi*equent spectre of Jiis memory. A miirration from the seliool- 
room to the chem^ist's sJiop shglitly improved jiis couditioii. 
Better days were comiug. By tlie aid of an Edinburgh aecpiaint- 
ance, Dr. Sleigh, laid other friends, he was '* set up " as a 
practitioner at Bankside, Southwark, wliere, in his })leasant 
confession, he got plenty of patients, but no fees. A physician. 
Dr. Farr, who had known him in Scotland, tlius describes his 
appearance : — *' He called upon me one morning, before I wa.s u]), 
and, on entering the room, I recognized my old aequaintanee, 
dressed in a rusty, full-trimmed black suit, with liis pockets fall 
of papers, wliicli instantly reminded me of the i)oet in Gar- 
nck's farce of * Lethe.' On this occasion he read poi-tions of a 
* Tragedy,' and talked of a journey to decipher the inscriptions 
on the Written Mountains." In later days, when writing an 
" Essay on the advantages to be derived from sending a judicious 
traveller into Asia," Goldsmith professed to feel the difficulty of 
choosing a proper person for such an enter])nse, and indicated 
the qualifications demanded: — "He should be a man of a phi- 
losophical turn, one apt to deduce consequences of general 
utility from particular occuri-cuces — neither swollen with pride, 
nor hanlened by prejudice — neither wedded to one particular 
system, nor instructed only in one ])aiiicular science — neither 
wholly a botanist, nor wholly an antiquarijm ; liis mind should 
be tinctured with miscellaneous knowledge, and his manners 
humanized by an intercoui'se with men. He should h{\ in some 
measure, an enthusiast to the design ; fond of travelling, from 
a rapid imagination and an innate love of change ; famished 
"with a body capable of sustaining every fatigue, and a heart 
not easily terrified at danger." 

With the year 1757, the prospects of Goldsmith brightened, 
and the papers which filled the pockets of the rusty black coat 
began to get abroad. He ^vi'ote several articles for the " ^fonthly 
Review," tran.slated the ^^Memoires d'un Protestant," and com- 
posed his "Enquiry into the Present State of Polite Learning 
in Europe." The object of the work was special. He had 
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obtained the appoiiitmont of physician to a factory on the coast 
of Cororaandel, and was providing funds for the voyage. A 
considerable sum was needed. The Company's warrant cost ten 
pounds, and tlie passage and equipment required one hundred 
and thirty pounds in addition ; but tlie emuluments were 
expected to be large. The salary was one hundred pounds; 
the average returns of the genertil practice amounted to a 
thousand; there was an opening for commercial enterprise, and 
invested money brought twenty per cent. These were flattering 
inducements ; but time deadened their charm, and he shrank 
from so distant a banishment, and beginning life again at the 
age of thirty-one. Eight years of anxiety and trial had done 
their work on his face and temper. His picture of himself was 
most discouraging. He had *' contracted a hesitating, disagreeable 
manner of speaking, and a visage that looked ill-nature itself." 
Home news deepened his melancholy, for his mother was almost 
blind. 

The " Enquiry " appeared, without the Author's name, April, 
1759 — a small volume, price half-a-crown ; and in the autumn 
of the same year, tlie commencement of a weekly paper, called 
" The Bee," afforded him an opportunity of showing his skill as 
an Editor. His plan was to " rove fi'om flower to flower, with 
seeming inattention, but concealed choice, expatiate over all the 
beauties of the season, and make his industry his amusement." 
The " Bee " expired with its eighth number, but he was more 
successful in his next enterprise. To the " Pubhc Ledger," of 
which the first numlx?r appeared January 12th, 1700, Goldsmith 
contnbuted one hundred and twenty-three letters, which were 
afterw^ards collected i\s the *' Citizen of the World." 

The la,st day of May, 17G1, was memomble in his life, as 
witnessing the conunencement of his intimacy with Johnson. 
His miscellaneous productions in 1762 — 4, included a " Life of 
Richard Nash, of Bath," an '' Introduction to Natuml History," 
an "Abndgment of Plutarcli," a "History of England," and the 
*' Tniveller." For iho poem he receivtMl only twenty guineas, but 
the applause of its readei*s was loud and unanimous. '* I was 
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glad," said Sir Joshua, " to hvav Sir Charles Fox say it was 
one of the finest poems in the Enghsh hmgnage.'* A fourth 
edition was retjuired within eight months, and the Author hved 
to see the ninth. In 17G4, he wi-ote the "' Captivity," for which 
the sum of ten guineas was paid by Dodsley. 

Poetry kept liim poor, and we still see him wTiting for breatl 
in a garret, and exi)ecting to \ye *' dunned for a milk score.'* 
However, he cleared and warmed the futui'e with the hopefulness 
of his genial natui*e, and comforted himself by the recollection 
that wliile Addison wrote the " Campaign " in a third storey, lie 
had only got to the second. Reckless impi-ovidt^nce multi})lied 
his difficulties. ** Those who knew him," he told a correspondent, 
" knew liis princi})les to difler fnmi those of the rest of mankind, 
and while none regarded the interest of his fnend more, none 
regarded his o^\'n less." 

Among his disaj)pointmentfl, at this period, are to be numbered 
an unsuccessful application for a Gi-esham Lectureship, and Gar- 
rick's refusal of the " Good-Xatured Man." But Colnian put the 
drama on the stage, January 21Hh, 17G8, and the Professorship of 
Ancient History in the Royal Academy was agi-eeably bestowed. 
His " Roman Histoiy," published in 17<)9, was rc^ceived with 
favour; and in the May of 1770, the *' I )esei-ted Village" appeared. 

In that year, Gray ti-avelled through a })art of England and 
South Wales, and Mr. Norton Nichols was with him at Malvern 
when he i*eceived the new poem, which he desu-ed his friend to 
i-ead to him. He listened with fixed attention, and soon exclaimed, 
" Tliis man is a Poet." In twelve days the poem was repnnted, 
and before tlie 5th of August the pubhc admiration exhausted 
a fifth impi-ession. His comedy, tlie '* Mistakes of a Night " 
(represented March 15th, 1773), obtained a success, of its kind, 
not infcnor. Johnson said that it answered the great end of a 
comedy — "making an audience merry." For an impertinent ; 

letter in the '* London Packet," Goldsmith caned the editor ; j 

having found, was the remark of a fnend, a new pleasure, for ' 

he believed that it was the '* first tiine he had beat," though ! 

"he may have been beaten befoi-e." j 
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I may add, that the Ballad of " Ed^vin and Angelina," having 
been privately printed for the amusement of the Countess of 
Northumberland, was inserted in the " Vicar of Wakefield," when 
that charming fiction came out, March 27th, 1766, to delight 
the young by its ailventni-es, and the old by its wisdom. For 
two years the manuscript had lain in the desk of the Publisher, 
until the fame of the "Tmveller" encouraged him to send it 
to the press. 

He was now engaged in the compilation of the " History of 
the Earth and Animated Nature," for which he was to receive 
eight hundred guineas ; and about this time, according to Percy, 
he ^vrote " the ' Haunch of Venison,' * Retaliation,' and some 
other little sportive sallies, which were not printed until after 
his death." Mr. Peter Cunningham* has, for the first time, 
related the true story of " Retaliation," in the original words of 
Garrick : — A })arty of friends, at the St. James's Coffee House, 
were diverting thempelves with the peculiar oddities of Grold- 
smith, who insisted upon trpng his epigrammatic powers with 
Garrick. Each was to write the other's epitaph. Garrick 
immediately spoke the follo\N'ing lines : — 

" Here lies Nolly Goldsmith, for shortness call'd Noll, 
Wlio wrote like an angel, and talk'd like poor Poll." 

The company laughed, and Goldsmith grew serious ; he went to 
work, and some weeks after produced '' Retaliation," which was 
not written in anger, but with the utmost good humour. 

His path seemed now to be winding out of gloom into the 
full sunlight, — but, of a sudden, there rose up in it the '* Shadow 
feared of man." He wa,s Inisy with projects, and had prepared 
a '* Pros])ectus of an Universal Dictionary of Arts and Science," 
when a complaint, from which he had previously suffered, re- 
turned with extreme severitv. His unskilful treatment of the 
disorder was aggnivated by the agitati(m of his mind, and he 
gradually sank, until Monday, April 4th, 1774, when death 
released him, in the fortv-sixth vear of his ajje. His remains 

• MiHri'lhuioiHiH Prose Workn of (r<»l(isitiith, vol. i., p. 7J). 
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werc interred in the burial-ground of the Temple; Nollekeiis 
cjirved his jux^file in marble, and Johnson ^vrote a Latin iiLscrip- 
tion for the monument, which was erected in the south transept 
of Westminster Abbey. The epitaph is thus given in English : — 

OF OLIVER GOLDSMITH 

POKT, NaTUKALIST, AND IIlSTOUIAN, 

WHO LEFr SCAKCELY ANY STYLK OF WRITIN(i 

UNTOrCHED, 

AND TOUCHED NOTHING THAT HE DID NOT ADOKX ; 

OF ALL TIIE PASSIONS, 

WHETHER SMILES WE HE TO BE Mt)VKI) 

OK TEARS, 

A POWERFUL YET GENTLE MASTER; 

IN GENIUS, SURLIME, LIVELY, VERSATILE; 

IN STYLE, ELEVATED, CLEAR, ELEC} VNT — 

THE LOVE OF COMPANIONS, 

THE FIDELITY OF FRIENDS, 

AND THE VENERATION OF READERS, 

HAVE in THIS MONUMENT HONOURED THE MEMORY. 

He WAS BORN IN Ireland, 

Al A place called PAl.LAr^ 
I IN THE parish] OF FoKNEY, [aND COUNTY] OF LoNGFORD, 

ON THE 29th Nov., 1731;* 
kdicvted at [the University of] Dublin; 

AND DIED in LoNDON, 

iTH April, 1771. 

Goldsmith, in the judgment of a friendly, but severe observer, 
idways seemed to do best that which he was doing. Does he 
write Histoiy ? He tells shortly, and with a pleasing simplicity 
of narrative, {dl that we want to know. l)(;es he write Essays 't 
Ho clothes familiar wisdom >\'ith an easy imtl elegant diction, of 
which the real difficulty is only known by those who seek to 
obtain it. Does he write the stoi'v of Animated Natui-e ? He 
makes it '' amusing as a Persian tale." Does he >\Tite a Novel r 
Dr. Piimi-oso sits in our chimney-corner to celebnite his bio- 
gi'a])her. Does he write CoiiH-dy r Laughter "holds lK>th its 

• "The year of Dr. (J«)lil>ijuili'f birth luul hccii uiiivLTftSilly mustakuJi. lill hib family, 
fwnnv. time after hi»* death, fiimif*he<l coiTCt't iiifurmatinn of the ciiriinir'tHncc."— I*kbcy. 



Hides" at tlie lucendiaiy Letter to '"Mnstcr Croaker." Does h& - 
write Poetiy? Tlie big tears on the rugged face of JohnsoTi 
bear witness to itn tenderness, dignity, and Irutli. The natnral- 
nesfi of tlio Antlior por\'a<led the Man. Wliose vanity was so 
trans|Mirent, anil yet so Imrmless ? He honestly believed himself 
qualified to cx]il<irc Asia, and would have nndertaken to read, at 
sight, the WanuKiTipts of Mount Athos. His tailor's bill is a 
conimeiitan' ou his life. Hnf under the bloom-coloured coat 
beat the liirge lioart of a kindly and generous nature, throwing 
up the siMintandius iitid abundant fiiiitfiilness of charity to the 
needy, and synipiilliy n-ith (ill. Thieves had only to plunder a 
.stranger, to mjike him ii neighbour. In reading Goldsmith, or 
rewling of him, the toucli of nature changes us into his kindred, 
and we do not more admire the Writer, than we love tho 
Ilrotlior. , 

SeptcmbtT l.'il/i, 185R. 
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DEDICATION. 



TO THE REV. HENRY OOLDSMTTIT. 



Dear Sir, 

I am sensible that the friendship between us can acquire no 
new force from the ceremonies of a dedication ; and perhaps it demands 
an excuse thus to prefix your name to my attempts, which you decline 
giving with your own. But as a part of this poem waa formerly written 
to you from Switzerland, the whole can now, with propriety, be only 
inscribed to you. It wiU also throw a light upon many parts of it, when 
the reader understands that it is addressed to a man, who, despising fame 
and fortune, has retired early to happiness and obscurity with an income 
of forty pounds a yeur. 

I now perceive, my dear brother, the wisdom of your humble choice. 
You have entered upon a sacred oflSce, where the harvest is great, and 
the labourers are but few ; while you have left the field of ambition, 
where the labourers are many, and the har>'e8t not worth carrying away. 
But of all kinds of ambition — what from the refinement of the times, 
from different systems of criticism, and from the divisions of party — that 
which pursues poetical fame is the wildest. 
i Poetry makes a principal amusement among unpolished nations ; but 

in a country verging to the extremes of refinement, Painting and Music 
come in for a share. As these offer the feeble mind a less laborious 
entertainment, they at first rival Poetry, and at length supplant her: 
they engross all that favour once shown to her ; and, though but younger 






sisters, seize uj)on the elder's birthright. j 

Yet, however this art may be neglected by the powerful, it is still in j 

greater danger from the mistaken efforts of the learned to improve it. \ 



DEDICATION. 

What criticisms have we not heard of late in favour of blank verse and 
pindaric odes, choruses, anapests and iambics, alliterative care and happy 
negligence! Every absurdity has now a champicm to defend it; and as 
he is generally much in the wrong, so he has always much to say — for 
error is ever talkative. 

But there is an enemy to this art still more dangerous ; I moan party. 
Party entirely distorts the judgment and destroys the taste. When the 
mind is once infected with this disease, it can only find pleasure in what 
contributes Uy increase the distemper. Like the tiger, that seldom desists 
fixjm pursuing man after having once pn»yed upon human fleshy the reader 
who has once gratified his appetite with calumny makes ever after the 
most agreeable feast ujKm murdered rei)utation. Such re^iders generally 
admire some half-witted thing, who wants to be thought a bold man, 
having lost the character of a wise one. Him they dignify with the name 
of poet : his tawdry lampoons are called satires ; his turbulence is said to 
be force, and his frenzy fire. 

What a reception a poem may find which has neither abuse, party, nor 
blank verse to support it, I canuot tell ; nor am I solicitous to know. My 
aims are right. Without espousing the cause of any party, 1 have attempted 
to moderate the rage of all. I have endeavoured to show, that there may 
bo equal happineps hi states that are dific»rcntly governed from our own j 
that every state has a particular principle of happiness ; and that this 
principle in each may be carried to a mischievous excess. There are few 
can judge better than yourself how far these positions are illustrated in 
this poem. 

I am, dear Sir, 
Your most afiTectifmato brother, 

Oi.ivKR Goldsmith. 
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,t;MOTE, uiilrk'nduil, mL'I^iii'boly, slij\s 
' ()r by tiif laay Pdiddf, i-r wftrnieriiig Po, 
Or onward whprc the rude OariDtlimn linnr 
Afiainst. tin- hiMiscli-Ks slraiiRer sliutw llic il'u 



Of whciv CimiiMn.i;.'^ ]>\nm I'l .rsiikci. li.'S 
A w.-nry mislt' cximiiiliiifr to t)ic i*kics — 
WIioi'g'l'I' 1 rriiini, wlititcvLT ifiilnis H> st'f, 
Jly heart, luitrsivi-ll'd, fondly turns to tlicc ; 
Ptill to my brotlior turns, with cciisch^ss ]).iiii. 
And (li-nfifs at oai-h removo a Iciigthoiiiiij; i-lmin, 

Ktcriinl hlcssLiiifs crown my fiivlicst frii'iid, 
And round his dwollini; ijuai-diiin suints attcnil : 
Bloss'd he tliiit s]H.t, wlioiv cheeHiil jrticsts ivtiiv 
To panso from toil, and trim thcii' pvonirifif firi' ; 
nibss'd that altode, wIilto want and ]min ivpair. 
And cvfji-y wtranjrer finds a ready chair ; 
JJlees'd lie those leasts, with simjile )>lenty crown 
Whei-c all the rnddy family mound 
[itviigh at the jests or jininks that never fail, 
Or sigh with i>it.y at some nioiinifid talc, 
Or press thu liashfiil stranger to his food. 
And k'ni-n the Iuxiiit of doing good. 





But lilt', not cU'stiii'd such delijiflits to shnn', 
My priiiiL" of lifi' in wHiiiU'rinfif npeiit iind cure, 
Impell'd with stops iiii ceasing to pursiu' 
Some Hi'ctiTijf gomi thut mocks mc with thu vk 
Thiit, like the circle lioundiiif? earth anil skies, 
Alhii-us from liir, vet, as 1 follow, Hi{>s— 
My fortiiiic leiidM to tnivcrso n-ahris ahmi', 
And find no spot of idl the world my own. 



\-Wv\i now, wlicrc Alpinu isolitiidcs iiscend, 
1 sit me down h pensive hour tti spend; 
And pliic'd on hifrh, iihove the slonn's can'er, 
Look downwiin) where iin hundivd ri-ulms iippeni 



THK TKAVKM.ER. 

Lakes, forests, citifs, plains i-xtt-ndiag wick', 

The pomp of kings, the shepherd's humbler pride. 

When thus CrL-ation's <:hanns ai'oiind cfiTnbiiie, 
Amidsb the stx)re should thanklosH pride repine V 
Say, aliould the philoaophic mind disdtitn 
That good which makes ene}i humbler hosoni vaiu ': 




Let school-taught pride dissemble all it can. 

These little things are grf at to little mau ; 

And wiser he whose sjan]mthetic mind 

Esults in all the good of all mankind. 

Ye glittering towns with wealth and splendour crowii'd, 

Ye fields where summer spreads profnsion round, 



Yv, lakes whose vessels ciiteli tho Imsy giilo. 
Ye bfudiiifT swttiiiB that dress the iiowery vale — 
For me your tributary stores coiultiiu; ; 
Creation's heir, the worUl, the world is iiiiiie ! 

As some loue miser, visitiiij^ his store, 
Bends at his treasure, crmnts, recounts it o'it — 
Hiiurds after hoards his rising raptures fill, 
Yi't still he sifrliH, for liiiai'ds are wiintiiij^ still — 
Thu.s to my breast alternate passions rise, 
I'leas'd with eaeh good that Heaven to man supplies ; 
Yet oft a sigh piwails, and sori-ows fall. 
To see the hoard of human bliss so small ; 
Aud oft I wish, uiniilst the scene, to find 
Some spot to real happiness eoiisign'd, 
Where my worn suid, eai-h wandering hojie at rest, 
Nfay gather bliss to see my fttUows blest. 

But where to Hnd that ha|ipiest spot below, 
Who ean direct, when all iiretend to know ■■ 




The shiut(k-niiy tt-iiuiit of tin- inffid /i.mi' 
Hoklly iH-uclaims tliiit Iiitppk-st spot Ms (jw 
Extols the trciisTires of his stormy acas, 
Aiitl liis long nights of revelry and vanu ; 
The naked negro, punting nt thu HiK', 
Koasts of liis golden sands and piilmy wini 
Basks in the glare, or stems tlio tepid wav 
And tliiinks his gods for all tlie good they 




Such is the patriot's boast, where'er we niiini 
Hia first, best country ever is at home ; 
And yet, perhaps, if eountriea we compare, 
And estimate the blessings which they share, 
Though patriots ilatter, still shall wisdom lind 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind — 
As ditt'ereiit good, by art or nature given 
Ti) ditt'erent nations, makes thi-ir blessings even 



THE TRAVELLER. 

Natiirt', a mother kind alike to all, 
Still grants her bliss at lal)our's earnest call : 
With food as well the peasant is supplied 
On Idria's cliffs as Arno's shelvy side; 
And, though the rocky -crested sumrait^s frown, 
These rocks, by custom, turn to beds of down. 
From art, more various are the l)lessings sent- 
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content ; 
Yet these each other's power s<3 strong contest, 
That either seems destructive of the rest : 
Where wealth and freedom reign contentment faiU<, 
And honour sinks where commerce long prevails. 
Hence every state, to one lovM l)lessing prone. 
Conforms and models life to that alone ; 
Each to the favouriti^ happiness attends. 
And sj)urns the plan that aims at other ends — 
Till, carried to excess in each domain, 
Tliis favourite good begets p(»culiar pain. 

J^ut let us trv these truths with closer evi's, 
And tnice them through the prospect as it lies : f 
Here, for a while my j)roper cares resigiiM, 
Here let me sit in sorrow for mankind; 
Like yon neglected shrub, at random cast. 
That shades the stiH'p, and sighs at every blast . 

Far to the right, where Apennine ascends. 
Bright as the summer Italy extends : 
Its uplands sloping deck the mountain's side, 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pritle, 






Wliiln oft sutiie temple's luoulderi iig tups l>«tw(-i 
With v(.'noral)k' gniiideiir tiiHi-k tin; scciiu. 

Could Nature's buunty sutisty lliu lirt'ast, 
The sons of Italy were siively bli'ss'd. 
\Vliatevor fruits in dill'ercnt tliiuL's utv Jound, 
That proudly rise, or humbly (Murt the ground- 
Whatever blooms in torrid trac.-ls appear, 
Whose bright succession deeks the varied year- 
Whatever sweets salute the northern sky 
With vernal live;-, that blossom hut to die — 
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These, here disportiug, own the kindred soil, 
Nor ask luxuriance from the planter's toil ; 
While sea-born gales their gelid wings expand 
To winnow fragrance round the smiling land. 




But small the bliss that Rmse alone bestows, 
And sensnal bli.ss iw all the nation knowa ; 
In florid beauty grovc!i and fields iippear — ■ 
Man seems the only growth that dwindles here! 
Contrasted faults througli all his manners reign; 
Though p<joi-, luxurious ; though submissive, vain 
Though grave, yet trifling; zealous, yet untrue 
And even in penaiice planning sins anew. 



THE TRAVKM.KK. 

All evils horo cniitjvniinati; the mind. 

That opulence tlcpai-ted leaves lieliind ; 

For wealth was theirs^nor far rcinov'd the date 

Wteu cotmiiercc proudly flourish'd through the el-atr. 

At lier command tlic palacu leani'd to rise, 

Agmn the long-fall'n column sought the skiea, 




The cauvas glow'd bijyond even nature warm. 
The pregnant quarry tcem'd with human form ; 
Till, more unsteady than the southern gale. 
Commerce on other shores diwplay'd licr sail. 
While nought rcmain'd, of all that ricliea gave, 
But towns uuiiianti'd, iind lords without a slave— 



THE TRAVELLER. 

And late the nation found, with fruitless skill, 
Its former strength was but plethoric ill. 

Yet, still the loss of wealth is here supplied 
By arts, the splendid wrecks of former pride : 
From these the feeble heart and long-fallen mind 
An easy compensation seem to find. 
Here may be seen, in bloodless pomp arrayed. 
The pasteboard triumph and the cavalcade ; 
Processions formM for piety and love — 
A mistress or a saint in every grove : 
By sports like these are all their cares beguiVd ; 
The sports of children satisfy the child. 
Each nobler aim, repressM by long control, 
Now sinks at last, or feebly mans the soul ; 
While low delights, succeeding fast behind. 
In happier meanness occupy the mind. 
As in those domes, where Caesars once bore sway, 
Defac'd by time and tottering in decay, 
There in tlie ruin, heedless of the dead. 
The shelter- seeking ])easant builds his shed ; 
And, wondering man could want the larger pile. 
Exults, and owns his cottage with a smile. 

My soul, turn from them, turn we to survey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race display — 
Where the bleak Swiss their stormy mansions tread. 
And force a churlish soil for scanty bread. 
No product hero the barren hills afford 
But man and steel, the soldier and his sword; 



—»■ < ■> »^ I 




No vernal bluoms their torpid rocks nrray, 
But winter lingering chills the lap of May ; 
No BCphyr fondly sues the mountain's breast, 
But meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest. 

Yet Btill, even here, content can spread a charm, 
RedreES the clime, and nil its rage disarm. 
Though poor the peasant's hut, his feasts though small. 
He sees his little lot the lot of all ; 
Sees no contiguous palace rear its head. 
To shame the meanness of his humble shed — 
No costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal. 
To make him loathe his vegetable meal- 
But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil. 
Each wish contracting, fits him to the soil. 






Cheerful at luui-u, Im wakes tVoiii short rejjoao, 
Breasts the keen air, and carols as he goes ; 
With patient angle trulls the finny deep ; 
Or drives his venturous ploughshare to the steep ; 
Or seeks the doa where snow-tracks mark the way, 
And drags the struggling savage into day. 
At night returning, every labour sped. 
He sits him down the monarch of a shed ; 
Smiles by his checi-ful fire, and round surveys 
His children's looks, that brighten at the blaze — 
While hh lov'd partner, boastfn! of her hoard, 
Displays her cleanly platter on the board : 
And haply too some pilgrim, thither led, 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus every good hia native wilds impart 
Imprints the patriot passion on his heart ; 
And even those ills, that round his mansion rise. 
Enhance the bliss his scanty fund supplies : 





Dear is that shed to which his soul uonfonn?;, 
And denr that hill which lifts him to the stoniis ; 
Ami !Ls a chihl, when scarinj^ nonnils Kinlcst, 
C'ling» close auil ckiscr to the inorher's breast^ 
So the loud torrent anil tlu- wliirlwiiid's ronr 
But liind him to his rii)tiv<' mouiitiiiiis iunn'. 



Such ai-c the charms to Imrrcii stiiUs iissipn'il 
Their wants hut lew, their wishes all cimfiii'd ; 
Yet let them only share the iiniis-es due. 
If few their wants, their pleiisiircs are but few ; 
For every want that etimulates the breast 
Becomes a Bource of pleasure when redrcss'd. 
Whence from such lands each pleading science flit-s. 
That first excites desire, and then supplies ; 
Unknown to them, when sensual pleasures cloy, 
To fill the languid pause with finer joy ; 
Unknown those powers that raise the si.ul In fianit', 
Catch every nervi' and viluutc thrmiffh the fnime ; 
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Their level life is but a smouldering fire, 

Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by strong desire ; 

Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer 

On some high festival of once a year. 

In wild excess the vulgar breast takes fire, 

Till, buried in debauch, the bliss expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarsely flow — 
Their morals, like their pleasures, are but low ; 
For, as refinement stops, from sire to son 
Unaltered, unimproved, the manners run — 
And love's and friendship's finely pointed dart 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 
Some sterner virtues o'er the mountain's breast 
May sit, like falcons cowering on the nest ; 
But all the gentler morals, such as play 
Through life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the way- 
These, far dispers'd, on timorous pinions fly. 
To sport and flutter in a kinder sky. 

To kinder skies, where gentler manners reign, 
I turn ; and Franco displays her bright domain. 
Gay sprightly land of mirth and social ease, 
Pleas' d with thyself, whom all the world can please — 
How often have I led thy sportive choir, 
With tuneless pipe, beside the murmuring Loire, 
Where shading elms along the margin grew. 
And, freshen'd from the wave, the zephyr flew ! 
And haply, though my harsh touch, faltering still, 
1 But mockM all tune, and marred the dancer's skill — 
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THE TRAVELLER. 

Yet would the village prnise my wondrous power, 
And dance, forgetful of the noontide^ hour. 
Alike all ages : dames of ancient days 
Have led their children through the mirthful maze ; 
And the gay grandsire, skilFd in gestic lore, 
Has frisk'd beneath the burden of threescore. 

So blessM a life these thoughtless realms dis]:)lay ; 
Thus idly busy rolls their world away. 
Theirs are those arts that mind to mind endear, 
For honour forms the social temper here : 
Honour, that praise Avhich real merit gains, 
(.)r even imaginary worth obtains, 
Here passes current — paid from hand to hand. 
It shifts, in splendid traffic, round the land ; 
From courts to camps, to cottages it strays, 
And all are taught an avarice of praise — 
They please, are pleas\l, they give to get esteem, 
Till, seeming blessM, they grow to what i\wy seem. 

But while this softer art their bliss supplies, 
It gives their follies also room to rise ; 
For praise too dearly lov'd, or warndy sought, 
Enfeebles all internal strentrth of thouiJfht — 
And the weak soul, within itself unbless\l, 
Leans for all pleasure on another's breast. 
Hence ostentation here, with tawdry art. 
Pants for the vulgar praise which fools impart ; 
Here vanity assumes her pert grimace, 
And trims her robes of frieze with copper lace ; 



THE TRAVKLLBR. 

Horo bt-fif^iir pride dftfraiitls hc'r iliiily clieei', 
To boast otie spleudid banquet once ii ycnr : 
The mind still turua wUci'u shifting fiiaUion draw 
Nor weighs the solid wortli of welf-ajnilause. 

To men of other minds uiy fancy flies, 
Embosoni'd in the deep where Holland bes. 
Mothinks her ptitioni sona before me stand. 
Where tlie bi-ojid neean leans against the land ; 
And, Hcdnlous to titoji the coming tide. 
Lift the ltd! nirapire's artifieini pride. 
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Onward, methinks, and diligently slow, 
The firm connected bulwark seems to grow, 
Spreads its long arms amidst the watery roar, 
Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore — 
While the pent ocean, rising o'er the pile, 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile ; 
The slow canal, the yellow-blossom 'd v^ale. 
The willow-tufted bank, the gliding sail, 
The crowded mart, the cultivated plain — 
A new creation rescued from his reign. 

Thus, while around the wave-subjected soil 
Impels the native to repeated toil. 
Industrious habits in each bosom reign, 
And industry begets a love of gain. 
Hence all the good from opulence that springs. 
With all those ills superfluous treasure brings. 
Are here display^. Their much-lov'd wealth imparts 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts ; 
But view them closer, craft and fraud appear — 
Even liberty itself is bartered here. 
At gold's superior charms all freedom flies ; 
The needy sell it, and the rich man buys : 
A land of tyrants, and a den of slaves. 
Here wretches seek dishonourable graves ; 
And, calmly bent, to servitude conform, 
Dull as their lakes that slumber in the storm. 

Heavens ! how unlike their Relgic sires of old — 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold, 
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War in each breast, and freedom on each broAV j 
How much unlike the sons of Britain now ! 

FirM at the sound, my genius spreads her wing, 
And flies where Britain courts the western spring ; 
Where lawns extend that scorn Arcadian pride, 
And brighter streams than fam'd Hydaspes glide. 
There, all around, the gentlest breezes stray ; 
There gentle music melts on every spray ; 
Creation's mildest charms are there combined ; 
Extremes are only in the master's mind. 
Stern o'er each bosom reason holds her state, 
With daring aims irregularly great. 
Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 
I see the lords of human kind pass by. 
Intent on high designs — a thoughtful band, 
By forms unfashion'd, fresh from Nature's hand. 
Fierce in their native hardiness of soul, 
True to imagined right, above control ; 
While even the peasant boasts these rights to scan, 
And learns to venerate himself as man. 

Thine, freedom, thine the blessings pictured here; 
Thine are those charms that dazzle and endear ; 
Too bless'd indeed were such without allov, 
But, foster'd even by freedom, ills annoy. 
That independence Britons prize too high 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the social tie : 
The self-dependent lordlings stand alone — 
All claims that bind and sweeten life unknown. 
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Here, hv the boiidsi of iinturc feebly held, 
Minds eomlint minds, repelling and repeli'd ; 
Fcnnents arise, iniprison'd fuetinns roar, 
RnproRs'd ninbilion stnigfjles round lier shore- 
Till, over- wrought, the general system feels 
Its motions sto])p'd, or frenzy fire the wheels. 

Nor this the worst. Ak nature's ties decay, 
As duty, love, and lionoui- fail to swiiy. 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of weaJtIi und law. 
Still gather strength, and force unwilling awe. 
Henee all obedience bows to these alone. 
And talent sinks, and mei-it weeps unknown ; 
Till tinio may come, wlien stripp'd of all her charms. 
The land of scholars, and the nurse of arms^ 
Where noble stems transmit the patriot flame. 
Where kings have toil'd, and jini'ts wrote for fame — 
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One sink of level avarice shall lie, 

AihI scholars, soldiers, kings, unhonourM die. 

Yet think not, thus when freedom's ills I state, 
I mean to flatter kings, or court the great. 
Ye powers of truth, that bid my soul aspire, 
Fnr from my bosom drive the low desire ! 
Antkthou, fair freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabble\^ I'^Jgo, Ji^d tyrant's angry steel — 
Thou transitory flower, alike undone 
By proud contempt, or favour's fostering sun — 
Still may tliy blooms the changeful clime endure ! 
I only would repress them to secure ; 
For just experience tells, in every soil, 
That those who think must govern those that toil 
And all that freedom's highest aims can reach 
Is but to lay proportioned loads on each. 
Hence, should one order disproportion^ grow, 
Its double weight must ruin all below. 

Oh, then, how blind to all that truth requires, 
Who think it freedom when a part aspires ! 
Calm is my soul, nor apt to rise in arms. 
Except when fast-approaching danger warms ; 
15ut, when contending chiefs blockade the throne. 
Contracting regal power to stretch their own — 
When I behold a factious band agree 
To call it freedom when themselves are free — 
Each wanton judge new penal statutes draw, 
[jaws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law — 
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The wealth of climes, where savage nations roam, 

Pillag'd from slaves, to purchase slaves at home — 

Fear, pity, justice, indignation start. 

Tear off reserve, and bare my swelling heart ; 

Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 

I fly from petty tyrants to the throne. 

Yes, brother ! curse with me that baleful hour, 
WTien first ambition struck at regal power : 
And thus, polluting honour in its source. 
Gave wealth to swav the mind with double force. 
Have we not seen, round Britain's peopled shore, 
Her useful sons exchanged for useless ore? 
Seen all her triumphs but destruction haste. 
Like flaring tapers brightening as they waste? 
Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain. 
Lead stern depopulation in her train — 
And over fields, where scatter^ hamlets rose, 
In barren solitary pomp repose ? 
Have we not seen, at pleasure's lordly call. 
The smiling long-frequented village fall ? 
Beheld the duteous son, the sire decayed, 
Tlie modest matron, and the blushing maid. 
Forced from their homes, a melancholy train, 
To traverse climes beyond the Avestem main — 
Where wild Oswego spreads her swamps around,* 
And Niagara stuns with thundering sound? 

• The Onandafro, or Oneida, a lake of the State of New York, which extends 
westward about twenty imleR, where its outlet, the river of Onandago, runs into 
Lake Ontario, at Oswego, a Uyvni >vitli a poinilation, in 1853, of above 6,000. 




Kveu iKiw, [x-rlimis, as tlicre sinnu |iiigriiii Mtriyw 
'fhrouyli hmgled forests, mid throiij^h diiiiffcrou-s wa; 
Where bfiists witli man ilivided empire claim, 
And the Ijrown Indiitn iriurks witli iiuirderyiis iitiii — 
There, while uhove tlie githiy tempest tii(s, . 
And all around distressful veils arise — 
'I'he pensive exile, bending with liis woe, 
To stop too fearful, and too faint to go, 
C'iists t( long look wli.-!-e England's glorieM shine, 
Anil hids his bosom sympalhi/.c with mine. 



Vttin, very vain, my weary seareh to lind 
'I'hat bliss whieh only centres in tlie mind. 
Why have 1 stniy'd tnun pleasure and re]>osi 
To seek a gond each government bestows? 
In every government, thimgli terr(.)rs reign, 
Tliough tyrant-kings or tyrant-laws rcstraiii. 
How small, of all that human hearts eniimv, 
'I'hat part which laws or kings ran <ause or < 
Still to ourselves in every place cm-ignM, 
Our own felicity wi: make ur tind : 



■niE teavem.fr. 



With secret course, wliich no loud storms nhTifiy, 
Qlidea tlie smooth current of domestic joy ; 
The lifted axe, the agonizing wheel, 
Zeck'H iron crown, and Damiens' bed of steel,* 
To men remole from power but rarely known — 
Leave reaaon, faith, and conscience, all our own. 



* Oeonre hkI Luki ZccI 
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DEDICATION. 



TO SIR JOSHUA RKY^NOLDS 



i ■ 



Dear Sir, 

I can liave no expectations, in an a^ldress of this kind, cither 
to add to your reputation or to establish my own. You can gain nothinj^ 
firom my admiration, as I am ignorant of that art in which you are said 
to excel ; and I may lose much by the severity of your judgment, as few 
have a juster taste in poetrj* than you. Setting interest therefore aside, 
to which I never paid much attention, I must Ik) indulged at present in 
following my affections. The only dedication I ever made was to my 
brother, because I loved him better than most other men. He is since 
dead. Permit me to inscribe this poem to you. 

How far you may bo pleased with the versification and mere mechanical 
parts of this attempt, I do not pretend to inquire : but 1 know you will 
object — and indeed several of our best and wisest friends concur in the 
opinion — that the depopulation it deplores is nowhere to be seen, and 
the disorders it laments are only to be found in the poet's own imagi- 
nation. To this I can scarce make any other answer, thsin that I sincerely 
believe what I have written ; that I * have taken all possible pains in my 
country excursions, for those four or five years past, to be certain of 
what I allege; and that all my views and inquiries have led mo to believe 
those miseries real, which I here attempt to display. But this is not tho 
place to enter into an inquiry, whether the country be depopulating or not ; 
the discussion would take up much room, and I should prove myself, at 
best, an indifferent politician to tiro the reader with a long preface, when 
1 want his unfatigued attention to a long jx)em. 
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DEDICATION. 

In regretting the depopulation of xhv country, I inveigh against the 
increase of our luxvries ; and liere also I expect tlie shout of modem 
politicians against uic. For twenty or thirty years past, it has been the 
fashion to conKider luxury as one of the greatest national advantages, 
and all the wisdom of antiquity, in that })articular, as erroneous. Still, 
however, I mnst remain a professed ancient on tliat head, and continue 
to think those luxuries prejudicial to statcH, by which so many vices 
are introduced, and so many kingdoms have been undone. Indeed, so 
much has been jwured out of late on the other side of the question, that, 
merely for th<S sake of novelty and variety, one would sometimes wish to 
bo in the right. 

I am, dear Sir, 
^'oui' sincere friend and ardent admirer, 

OuvKH Goldsmith. 




ALi(Li;,\ : lLj\i4iv.'..l viil:i^'t' ..,1' the plain, 
WTiei-e healtii and plenty cliecr'd the labouring wv 
Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid. 
And pftriitifi' MiiTimcr's liiigLTing liliioins delay'd 



Uoar lovdy Ijowits (if imioft'iii-t; and onsf, 

St'ttts of my youtli, wlit'ii fvcey aport cdiilil please 

Hiiw <>fu-n hiivf I l.)ttoi-'a uV-r thy given, 

\\ here IiihuUIl' liappiiieBU eiulearM t'acli streni- ; 

How ijfteii liiiVL- I (laiiii'd uii every i-lmriii — 

'I'he sWltcr'd cut, the cultivatotl farm. 

The iiever-failiiitj lir<Hjk, the husy mill, 

The decent ehiirt-h that tojipM the iiei;^libc)unii<f h 

The hawthorn -l)ush, with sents heiieath the shade, 

For talking age and whiiipcring lovera made ; 

How often have I IdessM the eoniiiig day. 

When toil remitting lent its turn to play. 

And all the village train, from labonr free, 

I^ed np tlicir sjiorts l»-noatli the spreading ti-ee^ 

While many n pastime circled in the shade. 

The yuiiiig contending as the old Kurvey'd, 




And inniiy a, ffumliol frolick'd o'er the jjruuud, 

And sleights of art iind feats of strength went round : 




And still, a:^ each rupeated ploasuru tir'd, 

Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspii'd — 

'ITie dancing pair that simply sought renown 

By holding out to tire each other down, 

'I'he Mwain miatrustless of his smutted face, 

Wliile secret laughter titter'd round the place, 

The bashful virgin's aide-long looks of love, 

'ITie matron's glance that would those looks reprove. 

These were thy clianns, sweet village ! sports like these 

With sweet succession, taught even toil to please ; 
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These round thy bowers their cheerful influence shed ; 
These were thy charms — but nil these charms are fled. 

Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn, 
Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms witlulrawu ; 
Amidst thy bowers tho tj-rant's hand is seen. 
And desolation saddens all thy green ; 
One only master grasps the whole domain, 
And half u tillago stints thy smiling plain. 
No more thy glassy brook reflet-ts the day. 
But L'hnk'd with sedges works its weedy way ; 
Along thy glades, a solitary guest, 
The hollow -sounding bittern guards its nest ; 
Amidst thy desert- walks the lapwing flies. 
And tires their echoes with unvaried cries ; 
Sunk are thy bowers in shapeless ruin all. 
And the long grass <i'ertops tho mouldering wall; 
And, trembling, shrinking from the spoiler's hand, 
Far, far away thy children leave the land. 
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Ill fares the land, to liasteuing ills a ])rey, 
Where wealth accuinnlates, and men decav : 
Princes and lord^ niav flourish, or niav fade — 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made ; 
But a bold peasantry, their country's pride, 
When once destroyed, can never be su])])lied. 

A time there was, ere England's griefs began, 
W^ien every rood of ground maintainM its man : 
For him light labour spread her wholesome store, 
Just gave what life required, but gave no more ; 
His best companions, innocence and health. 
And his best riches, ignorance of wealth. 
But times are alterM ; trade's unfeeling train 
Usurp the land, and dis])ossess the swain : 
Along the la^^^l, where scattered hamlets rose, 
Unwieldy wealth and cumbrous ])omp repose ; 
And everv want to luxurv allied ; 
And every pang that iblly pays to pride. 
Those gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
Those calm desires that ask'd but little room. 
Those healthful sports that graced the peaceful scene, 
liiv'd in each look, and brightenM all the green — 
These^ far depai-ting, seek a kinder shore. 
And rural mirth and manners are no more. 

Sweet Al'bukn ! parent of the blissful hour. 
Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrant's power. 
Here, as I take my solitary rounds 
Amidst thy tangling walks and ruin'd grounds, 



o 



And, iiiiiTiy n your dapsM, I'cluni U.< view 
M'hci-e iiTioe tlio I'litta-rc sttmii, tliu liiiwthuni ffitw- 
Hcmenibnuic'u wiikt'ii willi nil licr Inirfv train, 
Swells at niy bri'ast, ami turns tlie past to jiaiii. 




In all my wuudcHnt,'.-* nmml this world uf cuiv, 
In all my griffw — jiml God lias f^ven my sliari.'- - 
I still liad hopes, my latest hours U< eruwn. 
Amidst theso hunilile hiiwers to lay me d<iwn ; 
To liusban.l out life's taper at lin; elose, 
Ami ktvp tlio flame from wastiusr, l>y ivposc. 
I still had liopes, for pride attends us still, 
Amidst the swains to sliyw my hook-learn'd skill - 
Around my fire nn eveninjj group to draw, 
And tell of all I felt, and all I saw ; 
And UH an hare, whom hounds and horns pursue, 
I'uiits to the pluee from whence at lirst shi' Hew, 




I still liiid liiipcs, my Uiiig vexntiuns ]>!ist, 
lliTP til rctuni^anil die at homo at last. 



() bless'fi rftirvdiciit, fi-ii-nd to lifij's (leeliiie, 
Rt'treuts tVom care, tliat never must be mine ! 
How happy ho who crowns, in shades like these, 
A youth of labour with hu sigc of eoKC ; 
Who (jLiit.s a wtirkl wliero strong temptations try— 
And, siiu-e 'tis hard to (.■oniliat, learns to tly. 
For hiin no ivretelies, born to work and weeji, 
Kxploro tilt' mine, or tempt the dangerous deep; 
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No surly porter stands, in guilty statt;, 
To spurn iniplonnp famine from the f^atc ; 
But on lie moves, to meet liis liittcr end, 
Angels around befriending virtue's friend^ 
Bends to tlie grave with inii>ereeiv'd decBV, 
Wtile resignation gently slopes the way — 
And, oil his pnispects brightening to the last, 
His he»ven coinmcnce-' ere the world lie ]iast. 




Sweet was the sound, when oft at evening's Hose 
Up yonder hill the village murmur rose. 
There aa I pass'd, with careless steps and slow. 
The mingling notes i-anie s<)flen'd from below ; 
The swain responsive as the nillk-inaid sung, 
The sober herd that low'd to meet their young. 
The noisy geese that gabbled o'er the p'lol, 
The playful children just let loose froTU school, 
The wateh-dog's voice that biiy'd the whispering wind, 
And the loud langh that spoke the vaeiint mind — 
ITieae all in sweet eoufnsiou sought tlie shade, 
And fill'd each pause tlie niglitingiile had made. 




Bu( now tlip Rounds uf ]ii<|)iilatiiiii fiiil, 

\o clieoiful DiunmirR Huctuiite in rlic ffnh, 

No busy stops tlie gmss-gifjwii footnny truail, 

For all the biooiiiy flusli of life is flt-il — 

AH but yon widow'd, solitiiry thing, 

That feebly Lends beside the plashy spring; 

She, wretched msitrou — forcM in age, for bread, 

To strip the bi-ook with mantling crci^seK spread, 

To iiicfc her wintry faggot from the tlK)rn, 

To seek her nightly shed, and weep till iiiuni — 
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She only left of nil the Imrmlos^* trniii. 
The sad historian of the pensive plnin ! 

Near yonder eopsc, where once the gnrden sniilM, 
And still where inanv ii giirdeu Hower grows wild, 
There, where a few toni shrnbs rho place diachiff, 
The village preacher's inode^rt mansion i-ose. 
A man he was to all the eoiintry dear; 
And passing rich with forty pounds a year. 
Bemote from towns he ran his godly race. 
Nor e'er had cliang'd, n()r wish'd to change, his place ; 
Unpractis'd lie to fawn, or seek for power 
By doctrines fashion'd to the varying liour, 
Par other aims his lieart had leam'd to prize — 
More skill'd to raise the wretched than to rise. 
His house was known to all the vagrant train ; 
He chid their wanderings, but reliev'd their pain ; 
The long- re mom be r'd beggar was his guest. 
Whose h?ard deseending swept his aged breast; 
'["he ruin'd s|)endthrift, now no longer ])roud, 
C'laim'd kindred there, and had his elaim alhiw'd : 




'I'lic Lrokwi soldiLT, kindly Imde tu stay, 
Sat by liis fire, and tiilk'd tlip night away- 
Wept o'er liis wounds, or, tales of sorrow done, 
Slioulder'd liis crutch and show'd how fields were v 




Plens'd with his guests, the good man lejirn'd to gloi 
And quite forgot their viees in their woe; 
Careless their mei-ita nr their faults to st-iin, 
His pity gave ere chm-ity lieijaii. 



Thus to reheve the wretched was his piide, 
And even his failings leaii'd to virtue's side — 
But in his duty, prompt at evei-y call. 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt for nil ; 
And, as a bird each foud endearment tries 
To tempt its new-fledg'd offspring to the skies. 
He tried each art, reprov'd ench dull delay, 
Allnr'd to brighter worlds, and led the way, 
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Reside the Wd \\\wiv purtiuj,' life was laid. 
And sdiTow, j^iiilt, niiii imiii by turns dismuy'd, 
Tlic it'Vfieiid clitmipiciii stoud : at liis foiitnil 
l)cs[>iiir and iiiijj^uisli tli-d tlie .■^tniiTLfUnjj soul ; 
Comfort niiiK- down tlie tmiibliii-r wrt-tdi to mis. 
And liis liisl tjiltcriiit: iic.-piits «-|iis|>iT'd pnii-st-. 




At clmivli, wilh incuk and iiuattL-fted gratu, 
His looks ftdoni'd tlio venenililo ))Iiil'L' ; 
Triitli from his lips iirevail'd with double sw«y. 
And fools who cuiiie to scoff remniu'd to pi-uv. 
The Hcrv-ifo piiss'd, iiniiind tho |)ions man, 
With ready zeal, each honest rustic iiiii ; 
Even ehild'reu foUowM, with etideariiifr wile. 
And (ilaek'd his ffowii, to share the j^od man's smile ; 
His ready sinilti a parent's warmth express'd. 
Their welfare i>lcasM him, and their eiires distre^w'd. 
T(i them his heart, his love, his jfriefs were given. 
But all his serions lh<.ii<jhts had rest in hi-aven : 
As some tall eiift', thi.t lifts its awfnl form, 
Swells from the vale, »ml mi.lway leaves the storm, 
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1'hougli rouiul its breast the rolling clouds are s])read, 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 



Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way, 
With blossomed furze unproiitably gay — 
There, in his noisy mansion, skilPd to rule, 
The village master taught his little school. 
A man severe he was, and stern to view ; 
I knew liim w^ell, and every truant knew : 
Well had the boding tremblers leamM to trace 
The day's disasters in his morning face ; 
Full well they laughVl with counterfeited glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he ; 
Full well the busy whisper, circling round. 
Conveyed the dismal tidings when he frown'd— - 
Yet he was kind, or if severe in aught. 
The love he bore to learning was in fault. 
The village all declar'd how much he knew ; 
'Twas certain he could write, and cipher too. 
Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage — 
And even the story ran that he could gauge. 
In arguing too, the parson o\^^l'd his skill. 
For even though vanquished he could argue still ; 
While words of learned length and thundering sound 
Amazed the gaping rustics rang'd around — 
And still they gazM, and still the wonder grew 
That one small head could carrv all he knew. 



But passM is all his fame : the very spot, 
Where many a time he triumphal, is forgot. 




■Near youder thoni, tliat lifts its head on high. 
Where onco the sign-post caught the passing eye, 
Low lies that house where uut-brown draughts inspir'd, 
Where grey-beard mirth and smiling toil rctir'd, 
Where village statesmen talk'd witli looks profound, 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
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Imagination fondly stoops to trace 
I'he parlour splendours of that festive place ; 
The whitewashed wall, the nicely sanded floor. 
The varnisliM clock that clickM behind the door — 
The chest contrived a douhle debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day — 
The pictures ])lac'd for ornament and use. 
The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose — • 
The hearth, except when winter chiird the day, 
With asi)en bows, and flowers, and fennel gay — 
While broken tea-ciips, wisely kept for show, 
RangM o'er the chinniey, glistened in a row. 

Vain transitory splendours ! could not all 
Reprieve the tottering mansion from its fall? 
Obscure it sinks ; nor shall it more impart 
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart : 
Thither no more the peasant shall rej)air 
To sweet oblivion of his dailv care; 
No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale. 
No more the woodman's ballad shall prevail ; 
No more the smith his dusky brow shall clear, 
Relax his ponderous strength, and lean to hear ; 
The host himself no longer shall be found 
Careful to see the mantling bliss go roimd ; 
Nor the coy maid, half-willing to be press'd, 
Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest. 

Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud disdain, 
These simple blessings of the lowly train — 
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To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm, than all the gloss of art. 
Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play. 
The soul adopts, and owns their first-bom sway — 
Lightly they frolic o*er the vacant mind, 
Unenvied, unmolested, unconfin'd ; 
But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade, 
I With all the freaks of wanton wealth arrayed. 

In these, ere triflers half their wish obtain, 
The toiling pleasure sickens into pain — 
And, even while fashion's brightest arts decoy, 
The heart distrusting asks, if this be joy. 

Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen who survey 
The rich man^s joys increase, the poor's decay — 
'Tis yours to judge, how wide the limits stand 
Between a splendid and a happy land. 
Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore. 
And shouting folly hails them from her shore ; 
Hoards even beyond the miser's wish abound, 
And rich men flock from all the world around ; 
Yet count our gains : this wealth is but a name 
That leaves our useful products still the same. 
Not so the loss. The man of wealth and pride 
Takes up a space that many i)()or supplied — 
Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds, 
Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds ; 
1 The robe that wraps his limbs in silken sloth 

{ Has robb'd the neighbouring fields of half their growth j 
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His seat, wliui-t; scilitui'y sjiorts iirc st'i-ii, 
Indignant spurns the cittafre from the green ; 
Around tho world each iicetiful product flies, 
For all the luxuries the world sup))lies : 
While thus the land adoni'd for pleasure — all 
In barren splendour feelily waits the fall. 



As some fair female, uuadorn'd and plain, 
Secure to please while youth contirins Iier reign, 
yiights every borrow'd charm that dress supplies, 
Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes — 
But when those charms are paas'd, for charms ai-e frail. 
When time advances, and when lovers fuil — 
She then shines forth, solicitous to bless. 
In all the glaring impotence of dress. 
Thus fares tlio land, by luxury betray'd i 
In natui'e's simplest charms at first array'd — 
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But verging to decline, its splendours rise, 

Its vistas strike, its palaces surprise ; 

While, scourg'd by famine, from the smiling land, 

The mournful peasant leads his humble band — 

And while he sinks, without one arm to save, 

The country blooms — a garden and a grave. 

Where then, ah ! where shall poverty reside. 
To scape the pressure of contiguous pride? 
If to some common's fenceless limits stray\], 
He drives his flock to pick the scanty blade, 
Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divnde. 
And even the bare- worn common is denied. 

If to the city sped — what waits him there ? 
To see profusion that ho must not share ; 
To see ten thousand baneful arts combinM 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 
To see those joys the sons of pleasure know, 
Extorted from his fellow-creatures' woe : 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 
There the pale artist plies the sickly trade ; 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps display, 
There the black gibbet glooms beside the way. 
The dome where pleasure holds her midnight reign. 
Here, richly-deckM, admits the gorgeous train — 
Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing s(juare. 
The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare. 
Sure scenes like these no troubles e'er annov ; 
Sure these denote one universal iov ! 



}'j 



H 



! 

1 

i 


THK KKSEkTKI) VJl.r.ACK. 

Are tlieso tliy wui-ious thoiiglit-s >— iilj ! turn thine cy 
Where the poor l.miselesa sliiverinjr femalf lies. 
She oncej perhaps, in village |)!ent)- bicsa'd, 
Ilia wept at tales of iiinoceiico distreKs'd- - 
Her modest looks the cottiijre iiiijrht ndorii, 
Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the tboni ; 
Vow lost to all — her friends, her virtue tied, 
Vear her betrnyer's door slio lays hor heiid— 


1 


And, pinch'd with cold, and shrinking from the show 
With heavj- heart deplores that luckless hour 
WTien idly first, ambitions of the town. 
She left her wheel, and robes of country brown. 

Do thine, sweet Aubukn ! thine, the loveliest train 
)o thy fair tribes participate her pain V 
riVen now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 
At proud men's doors they ask a little bread. 
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All, no! Tu distant dimes, a dreary scent.'. 
Where half the (.ouvfY world intrudes between, 
Through tuiTid tracts with I'ainting steps they go, 
\VheiT wdrl Altiima* iiiuruiiirs to their woe. 




Far diflbruiil \]\l-tc from all that chunu'd W-foi 
Thf various ten-ors of that liorrid slioru ; 
'I'hoso blazing' suus that dart ii d<)wiiward ray. 
And fiercflv shciI intolci'ablo dav- - 
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'I'lidsc inattfi! wodds where binls ruryet lo siiiff. 
But silent bats in drowsy clusters eliiig— 
Those [loisoiious fields witK mnk luxuriance crown' 
Where the dark scorpion fjiitliers death around — 
Where at each step the straiif;;er fears to wiike 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful aiiake — 
Where erouching tigers wuit their hapless prey. 
And savage men more murderous still than they — 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies. 
Mingling the ravag'd landscape with the skies. 




Far diffei-ent these from every former scene ; 
The cooling brook, the grassy-vested green. 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove. 
That only shelter'd thefts of harmless love. 




<iood Heaven ! wliat sorrows gloom'd that parting day, 
That call'd them from their native walks away ; 
When the poor exiitjH, every pleasure pasa'd. 
Hung round tlieir bowers, and fondly look'd their last — 
And took a long farewell, and wish'd in vain 
For seats like these beyond the western main — 
And shuddering still to face the distant deep, 
Retum'd and wept, and still retnru'd to weep. 
The good old sire, the first, prepar'd to go, 
'I'o new-found worlds, and wept for othei-s' woe — 
But for himself, in conscious virtue brave, 
He only wish'd for worlds beyond the grave ; 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 
The fond companion of liis hel]>less years, 
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms. 
And left a lover's for a father's arms ; 
With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes, 
And biess'd the cot whei-e every pleasure rose, 
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And kiss'd Iior thought. less babes with many a tear, 
A Ti ll clasp'd them close, in sorrow doubly dear — 
Whilst her fond Iiusband strove to lend relief 
In all till' silent manliness ol' {i^-ief. 




O luxury ! thou eurs'd by lieavcii's decree, 
How ill exchang'd are things like these for thee; 
How do thy potions, with insidious joy, 
Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to sickly greatness grown, 
Boast of a Horid vigour not their own ; 
At every draught more large and large tliey grow, 
A bloated mass of i-ank unwieldy woe^ 



THK DESKKTKI) VILLAOK. 

Till sapp'd their strength, and every part unsound, 
Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin round. 

Even now the devastation is begun, 
And half the business of destruction done ; 
Even now, methinks, as pondering here I stand, 
I see the rural virtues leave the land : 
Down, where yon anchoring vessel spreads the sail, 
That idly waiting flaps with every gale, 
Downward thov movx^ —a nielaneholv band - 
Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand ; 
Contented toil, and hospitable care, 
And kind connubial tenderness are then — 
And piety with wishes placM above, 
And steadv lovaltv, and faithful love. 

And thou, swe(»t ])()etry ! thou loveliest maid. 
Still first to fly where sensual joys invade. 
Unfit in these degenerate times of shame 
To catch the heart, or strike for honest fame - - 
Dear channing nymph, neglected and decried. 
My shame in crowds, my solitary ])ride — 
Thou source of all mv bliss, and all mv woe, 
That found'st me poor at first, and keep'st me so — 
Thou guide by which the nobler arts excel. 
Thou nurse of everv virtue fare thee well. 
Farewell ! and oh ! where'er thy voice be tried, 
On Tornea's cliffs, or Pambamarca's side,* 

• Tonie I, a river of Swollen. PamliiniarcH, si tnoiinutin til" Mcxit'o. 
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Whetlicr where equinuc'tiui lt;r\'oiirs glow, 
Or wintor wraps thu polar world in snow. 
Still lut thy voiff, ]jr(jvnilinf^ over tiiiu'. 
Redress the rigours of the iiiclenicnt clime. 
Aid slighted truth : with thy persuasive strain 
Teach erring iiiau to spurn the nige of gain ; 
'I'eaeh him that states, of native strength possess' 
'I'liough very poor, may still lie very bless'd; 
That trade's i)roucl i^mpire hastes to swift decay. 
As occHii sweeps the labour'd mole away — 
While self-dependent [lower can time defy, 
As rocks resist the billows and the skv + 
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"Tlun, yeiitk- licniiit of tliu djilo, 
Aiiil jfuidi! i]iv loiLoIy wiiy 
To wlieiv yon tiijiii- c'lifcrs the v; 
With h.i^pitiibio my ; 



■ l'"or here, forlont and lost, I troad, 
■\Vith i'uiiitiiiff stL'ps mid slow— 
VVJierc wdds, iminwisnnibly spread, 
Scfiii li-ngtheiiiii}; as I j^ii," 



THE HERMIT. 

'' Forbear, my soii/^ tlie liermit cries, 
" To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 
For yonder faithless phantom fli( s 
To lure thee to thy doom. 

^' Here to the houseless child ol want 
My door is open still; 
And, though my portion is but scant, 
I give it with good will. 

^' Then turn, to-night, and freely share 
Whatever my cell bestows — 
My rushy couch and frugal fare. 
My blessing and repose. 

'^ No flocks that range the valley free 
To slaughter I condemn — 
Taught by that Power who pities me, 
I learn to pity them; 
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But, from the mountain's gras«y aide 
A guiltless feast I bring — 

A scrip with herbs and fruits supplied. 
And water from the spring. 

Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego; 

All earth -bom cares are wrong : 
Man wants but little hero below. 

Nor wants that little long." 
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TUE HERMIT. 



Soft as the (lew from licaveu descends, 

His gentle accents fell ; 
The modest stranger lowly bends, 

Ajid follows to the cell. 



Far, in a wilderness obscure, 

Tlie lonely mansion hiv: 
A refuge to the neighbouring poor, 

And st ran irers led astrav. 

No stores beneath its humble thatch 
Kecpn'rM a master's care ; 

The wicket, opening with a latch, 
KeceivM the harmless pair. 



And now, when busy crowds retire 
To take their even in yf rest. 

The hermit trimniM his little tire. 
And cheerM his pensiye guest; 

And spreml liis vegetid)le store. 
And gaily press'd, and smil'd; 

And, skilPd in legendary h)re, 
Tlio lingering hours beguilM. 

Around, in sympathetic mirth. 
Its tricks the kitten tries — 

The cricket chirrups in the hearth, 
Tho crackling faggot flies; 
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But nothing could a chiirm impart 
; To sootliL' the straugor's woo — 

Fur grief was heavy at his lieart, 
, Ajid tears begau to How. 

! Ilia rising cures tlic hermit spied— 
With answering enro opprcst; 
"And whence, unhapjty youth," he cried, 

"The sorrows of thy breast? 

" From better habitiitions sjinni'd, 
Reiiictiint dost thuii ruve'r 
<Jr grii'vo fur friendship ini return 'li. 
Or unregai^Jed iove? 

"Alas! tho joys that fortune brings 
Aro trilling, and dcray — 
Aiul those wlio prize the paltry things, 
More tritiing atill than tlicy ; 



THE HERMIT. 

"And what is friendship but a name, 
A charm that lulls to sleep — 
A shade that follows wealth or fame, 
And leaves the wretch to weep ? 

" And love is still an emptier sound — 
The modem fair-one's jest ; 
On earth unseen, or only found 
To warm the turtle's nest. 

" For shame, fond youth, thy sorrows hush 
And spurn the sex," he said; 
But while he spoke, a rising blush 
His love-lorn guest betray'd : 

Surprised, he sees now beauties rise 
Swift mantling to the view — 

Like colours o'er the morning skies, 
As bright, as transient too. 

The bashful look, the rising breast. 

Alternate spread alarms : 
The lovely stranger stands confest, 

A maid in all her charms. 

." And, ah ! forgive a stranger rude, 
A wretch forlom_," she cried — 

"Whose feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
Where heaven and you reside; 
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THE HERMIT. 



" But let a maid thy pity share, 

WTiom love has taught .to stray — 
Who seeks for rest, but finds despair 
Companion of her way. 



" Mv father liv'd beside the Tyne — 
A wealthy lord was he; 
And all his wealth was mark\l as mine; 
He had but onlv me. 

• 

" To win me from his tender arms 
UnnumberM suitors came ; 
Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 
And felt or feigiiM a flame. 

" Each hour a mercenary crowd 
With richest proffers strove; 
Among the rest young Edwin bowM — 
But never talkM of love. 

" In humble, simplest habit clad. 
No wealth nor power had he; 
Wisdom and worth were all he had — 
But these were all to me. 

"And when, beside me in the dale. 
He caroPd lays of love. 
His breath lent fragrance to the gale. 
And music to the grove. 
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" 'I'lic blossom o]>cning to the day. 
Tin- dewH of heavon rcfiu'd, 
CoiiKi nought of ]im-Tty display 
To emulate liis mind. 




" The dew, the blossom on the tree. 
With charms inconstant shine; 
'Hieir charms were bis ; liut, woe to me, 
Their constancy was mine. 



THE HERMIT. 

" For still I tried each fickle art, 
Tmportiinate and vain; 
And while his passion touched my heart, 
I triumph'd in his pain. 

" Till, quite dejected with my scorn, 
He left me to my pride ; 
And sought a solitude forlorn, 
In secret, where he died. 

" But mine the sorrow, mine the fault. 
And well my life shall pay; 
I'll seek the soHtude he sought. 
And stretch me where he lay; 

"And there, forlorn, despairing, hid — 
I Ml lay me down and die; 
^Twas so for me that Edwin did. 
And so for him will I/' 

"Forbid it, Heaven !'* the hermit cried, 
And clasp'd her to his breast : 
The wonderint? fair-one turnM to chide — 
'Twas Edwin's self that pressed. 

" Turn, Angelina ! ever dear — 
My charmer, turn to see 
Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin 'here, 

Restored to love and theo. \\ 

e^ I 
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"Tims lot mc liold thoe to my lit-art. 
And every cart! resign ; 
Anfl sliall wo never, never \r.irt, 
My life — iny all t)iiil*s iiuiie ! 

"No; never fniin tliis Imur fo part, 
We'll live and love so true; 
Tlic sigh that rends tliy ecjiistaiit lieart 
SImll brwik thy Kdwiii's tiio." 
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FiMt iMirim^l, P,;.i<h>L F!,-^f f%ll'h-<i,. Pnr/I. 

8eC';,.1 hr.,.-l:i;«l, l;;.^,l„'t. Sn:,t,-I <%il,l.'.,„ 2V-V-/. 

l^rtu-illi^h \V:m,i,i. Cli',!.!,;,,, W.,wiik 

Ch.-nM of \'.„ll.^ m,<J Vlr.,i„s. 

SCF.NE,— r/ie Hauler :/ th.- lUn;- Eiiphratr^, m"ir li.,}.;,!..,,. 

ACT TIIK FIRST. 



FEIiST I'Hni'HKT. 
ll.'rit.illrr. 

Ye cnptivc t.rih;-«, tliat. li.juHv work ami weep 
Wlim; fl„ws Ku|.ln-;,tew, iniin.mi-i.if,' to tin- .Wp- 
Suspend j-imr woes iiwliilc, t\\v task siispciul. 
Ami tiini t() G<J(1, your father Jiad your frii'iul : 
IiiHulted, fluiiii'il, jni.l all tlio world our fw. 
Our (Jod ulonc is tdl we liiwst below. 



THE CAPTIVITY. 
CHORUS OF ISRAELITES. 

Our God is all we boast below, 

To Him we turn our eyes ; 
And every added weight of woe 

Shall make our homage rise : 

And though no temple richly drest, 

Nor sacrifice is here — 
We '11 make His temple in our breast, 

And offer up a tear. 

ISRAELITISH WOMAN. 

That strain once more ! it bids remembrance rise, 

And brings my long-lost country to mine eyes. 

Ye fields of Sharon, drcss'd in fiowery pride; 

Ye plains, where Jordan rolls its glassy tide; 

Ye hills of Lebanon, with cedars crown'd ; 

Ye Gilead groves, that fling perfumes around : 

These hills how sweet ! those i)lains how wondrous fair ! 

But sweeter still, when Heaven was with us there ! 

A ir. 

O Memory ! tliou fond deceiver ! 

Still importunate and vain ; 
To former joys recurring ever. 

And turning all the past to pain; 

Thou, like the world, the oppress^ oppressing. 
Thy smiles increase the wretch's woe ! 

And he who wants each other blessing. 
In thee must ever find a foe. 
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Yet why r.'|>iiu>'- What, tlioii^'li l>v UdhiIs eoiitiiiM, 


Shoiilil IjoiuIs ciislnvc tlii.' vifjoiir i)f tlic iiiiiifl? 


I!iiv<' we iiot cause for triuiii]ili. when we sfo 


(hirsclvcn iihiiio IW.iii i(lol.w<irslii|) froo'!" 


Arc not, this very mom, Ihose liiists lii-ffiui, 


When; iimstnitc ctriir hnils the risiiip Mini? 


Do not niir tynitil ti>r<ls this day or.lain 


Fcir sn]icivtitious i-itcs miil (iiirlli |)rofjimi? 


AikI sli,.iil.l wo itioiini ■:- Shoi.hl ,-„war(l \'irtm' Hy. \ 


When vain.Mi.K Folly lifts Iut lica.! oi, hifrh r j 


No! rnlhrr let lis triiini]>li stil! tlif im.rc — 


Anil as iiin- I'urltini- sinks, mir sijiril> soai-. 



THE CAIMIVITY. 

. I ir. 

The tiiuinplis that on vice attend 
Shall ever in confusion end ; 
Ihc ofood man suffers but to j^ain, 
And everv virtue springs from pain : 

As aromatic plants bestow 
No sj)icy fragrance while they grow ; 
Hut crush'd, or trodden to the ground. 
Diffuse their balmv sweets around. 
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SECOND PROPHET. 
Rcrifafirr. 

IV.it hush, mv sons ! our tyrant k>rds are near, — 
The sounds of barl)arous pleasure strike mine ear ; 
Triumphant music floats along the vale — 
Near, nearer still, it gathers on the gale : 
llic growing note their swift approach declares — 
Desist, my scms, nor mix the strain with theirs. 

Elder Chaldean Priests, affonlrt]. 

FIRST PRIEST. 

Come on, my companions, the triumphs display ; 

Let raptui-e the minutes employ ; 
'i'lie sun calls us out on this festival day, 

And our monarch partakes of the joy. 
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THE CAPTIVITY. 
SECOND I'RIEST. 

Like the sun, our great monarch all rapture supplies j 

Both similar blessin^^s bestow : 
The sun with his splendour illumines the skies ; 

And our monarch enlivens below. 

CHALDEAN WOMAN. 

A ir. 

Haste, ye sprightly sons of pleasure ; 
Love presents the fairest treasure ; 
Leave all other sports for me. 

CHALDEAN ATTENDANT. 

Or rather, Love's delights despising, 
Haste to raptures ever rising ; 

Wine shall bless the brave and free. 

FIRST PRIEST. 

Wine and beauty thus inWting, 
Each to different joys exciting. 
Whither shall mv choice incline ? 

SECOND PRIEST. 

I Ml waste no longer thought in choosing, 
But, neither love nor wine refusing, 
1 Ml make them both together mine. 

lif'clfafU'r, 

But wlience, when joy sliould brighten o'er the land. 
This sullen gloom in Judah's captive band ? 
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TUK CAI'TIVIIY. 

Ye sons of Judiili, why the lute unstrung? 
Or why those h«irps on yonder wiUows hung? 
Come, take the lyn^ and pour tlie strain along. 
The day denumds it ; sing us Sion\s song, 
Dismiss your griefs, and join our tuneful choir; 
For who like you can wake the sleeping lyre ? 

SECOND PROniET. 

ChainM as we are, the scorn of all mankind, 
To want, to toil, and every ill consigned — 
Is this a time to bid us raise the strain. 
Or mix in rites that Heaven regards with pain ? 
No, never ! May this hand forget each art 
That wakes to finest joys the human heart. 
Ere I forget the land that gave me birth. 
Or join to sounds profane its sacred mirth ! 

FIRST PKIKST. 

Kebellious slaves ! it* soft persuasion fail. 
More formidable terrors shall prevail. 

FIRST PROPHET. 

Why, let them come ; one good remains to cheer — 
We fear the Lord, and know no other fear. 

[EA'cunt Chaldeans. 

CHORUS OF ISRAELITES. 

Can chains or tortures bend the mind 

On God's supporting breast rcclin'd? 

Stand fast, — and let our tvrants see 

That fortitude is victory. [ExeunL 



73 



- »>«Jr*» 



• i kk'-adF f> • 



..>* ^, '^«;i«*' 9 t«.-*b .ii- 



TMK CAlTIVirY. 



ACT THE SKCOiNJ). 



Air, 

CnORUS OP I'lilESTS. 

O Peace of Mind, angelic guest ! 
Thou soft companion of the breast ! 

Dispense tliy balmy store ; 
Wing all our thoughts to reach the skics^ 
Till earth, receding from our eyes, 

^'hall vanish as wo soar. 



FIRST PKIKST. 

llrcifativc. 

No more ! Too long has justice been delay'd 
The king's commands must fully be obeyed ; 
Compliance with his will your i)eace secures, 
Prai.'O but our g»>ds, :iud cvcrv g<.<).l is yours. 
But if, rebellious to his high command. 
You spurn the favours ofler'd at his hand — 
Think, timely think, what ills remain behind; 
l^eflect, nor tempt to rage the royal mind. 






SKOUSII I'lilKWT. 

Ficrct' is tlio tciii|)cst. rulliii^' 
Akiiifi tlic fuiTowM iiiaiii, 

AihI tu-vi-i' the vvhii-hvind liuwliii 
OV-r Afri.-'ssniKlv plain: 




lint storiris iliat ll 
'I'.j R-i.a tliu skv. 



i .Ircuilliil Hho) 
i-iu-lils lu'luw 



THE CAPTIVITY. 
I8RAEL1TISH WOMAN. 

Reel fit five. 

Ah, me ! what angry terrors round us grow ! 
How shrinks rav soul to meet the threatened blow ! 
Ye prophets, skillM in Heaven's eternal truth. 
Forgive my sex's fears, forgive my youth ! 
If shrinking thus, when frowning power appears, 
I wish for life, and yield me to my fears. 
Ah ! let us one, one little hour obey ; 
To-morrow's tears may wash the stain away. 

The wretch condemned with life to part, 

Still, still on hope relies ; 
And every pang that rends the heart, 

Bids expectation rise. 

Hope, like the glimmering taper's light, 

Adorns and cheers the way -, 
And still, as darker grows the night, 

Emits a brighter ray. 

HKCONI) I'RIKST. 

Rrrifaflrp* 

Why this delay ? At length for joy prepare; 
I read your looks, and see compliance there. 
Come on, and bid the Warbling rapture rise. 
Our monarcVs name the noblest theme supplies. 
Begin, ye captive bands, and strike the lyre ; 
The time, the theme, the place, and all conspire. 
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THE CAPTIVITY. 
CHALDEAN WOMAN. 

A Ir. 

See the ruddy inoniiiig smiling, 
Hear the ofrove to bliss beoruiling- ; 
Zephyrs through the woodland playing, 
Streams aloncr the valley stravinor. 

FIKST I'li'IKST. 

While these a constant revel keep, 
Shall Keason only teach to weep ? 
Hence, intruder ! we 'II pursue 
Nature-r— a better guide than you. 

SECOND PRIEST. 

P]vcry moment, as it flows, 
Some peculiar pleasure owes ; 
Come, then, providently wise. 
Seize the debtor ere it flies. 



'Jliink not to-morrow can repay 
The debt of pleasure lost to-day. 
Alas ! to-morrow\s richest store 
Can but pay its proper score. 

FIRST PRIEST. 

nrritative. 

But, Imsh ! see foremost of the captive choir. 
The master-prophet grasps his full-tonM lyre ; 
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THE CAPTIVITY. 



Mark where he sits, with executing art, 
Feels for each tone, and speeds it to the lieart. 
See, how prophetic rapture fills his form, 
Awful as clouds that nurse the growing storm ! 
And now his voice, accordant to the string. 
Prepares our monarch's victori(\s to sing. 

FIHST I'HOPHKT. 

Air, 
From north, from south, from east, from west, 

Conspiring nations come ; 
Tremble, thou vice-polluted breast ; 

Blasphemers, all be dumb. 

The tempest gathers all ground — 

On Babylon it lies ; 
Down with her ! down — down to the ground : 

She sinks, she groans, she dies. 



SECOND PROPHET. 

Down with her. Lord, to lick the dust, 

Before yon setting sun ; 
Serve her as she hath servM the just : 

'Tis fixM — it shall be done. 

FIRST PRIEST. 

I?rcifata'f\ 

No more I when slaves thus insolent presume, 
The king himself shall judge, and fix their doom. 
Short-sighted wretches ! have not you and all 
Beheld our power in Zedekiah\s fall ? 
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THE CAPTIVITY. 



To yonder gloomy dungeon turn your eyes — 

See where dethroned your captive monarch Hes ; 

Deprived of sight, and rankling in his chain. 

See where he mourns his friends and children slain. 

Yet know, ye slaves, that still remain beliind 

More ponderous chains, and dungeons more confinM. 

CHORUS. 

Arise, All- potent Ruler, rise. 

And vindicate thy people's cause, — 

Till every tongue, in every land. 
Shall offer up unfeign'd applause. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

Scene a^ before. 

FIRST PRIEST. 

!' Fecit a tire. 

Yes, my companions, Heaven^s decrees are past, 

And our fix'd empire shall for ever last : 

In vain the madd'ning prophet threatens woe — 

In vain Rebellion aims her secret blow ; 

Still shall our name and growing power be spread, 

And still our justice crush the traitor^s head. 
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THE CAPTIVITY. 

Air. 

Coeval with man 
Our empire began, 
And never shall fall, 
Till ruin shakes all : 
With the ruin of all, 
J'hen shall Babylon fall. 



rp 



FIRST PROPHET. 
Brriftifirr. 

'Tis thus that pride triumphant rears the head 
A little while, and all her power is fled. 
But, ha ! what means yon sadly plaintive train 
That onward slowly bends along the plain ? 
And now, behold, to yonder bank they bear 
A pallid corse, and rest the body there. 
Alas ! too well mine eyes indignant trace 
The last remains of Judah's royal race : 
Fall'n is our king, and all our fears are o'er ; 
Unhappy Zedekiah is no more. 

A ir. 
Ye wretches who, by fortune's hate. 

In want and sorrow groan — 
Come, ponder his severer fate. 

And learn to bless your own. 

Ye vain, wliom youth and pleasure guide. 

Awhile the bliss suspend ; 
Like yours, his life began in pride — 

Like his, your lives may end. 
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THE CAPTIVITY. 

ISRAELITISH WOMAN. 
Ai)\ 

As panting flies the hunted hind. 
Where brooks refreshing stray ; 

And rivers through the valley wind, 
That stop the hunter's way : 

Thus we, Lord, alike distrest. 

For streams of mercy long; 
Streams which can cheer the sore-opprest, 

And overwhelm the strong. 

FIRST PROPHET. 

Recitaiivfi, 

But, whence that shout ? Good heavens ! Amazement all ! 

See yonder tower just nodding to the fall : 

Behold, an army covers all the ground, 

'Tis Cyrus here that pours destruction round : 

The ruin smokes, the torrent pours along — 

How low the great, how feeble are the strong ! 

And now, behold, the battlements recline — 

O God of hosts, the victory is Thine ! 

CHORUS OF ISRAELITES. 

Down with her, Lord, to lick the dust — 

Thy vengeance be begun ; 
Serve her as she hath serv'd the just, 

And let Thy will be done. 
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TIIR CAITIVITV. 
TFIOliUS OF YOl'THS. 

Rise tn rajttiiros past expressing, 
Sweeter from rcmeinbor'd woes ; 

t'yriis comes, imr wrongn redressitig. 
Comes to give tlic wi)rW ivpose. 

I'MnniLS OF VIIililNS. 

(Sxna eoincs, the world redressing, 

liOve mid pleasure in liis triiin ; 
CoiiiDs to licigliteu every bloating, ' 

Coiiifs to soft.-n every puiii. 

Ihiil U> liiin, with Tiiercy rfigiiiiig, 
SkillM ill every jieacffiil iirt ; 

Will, from bonds our limbi iiTidiMining, 
Duly binds tin- willing lieiirt. 

Hut clii.f to Tbee, um God, our tntli,-r, Trie 
I,et pr;iis<' be given to idl eternity ; 

n Tlioii, wit]i.>iil begiiniing, witboiit eii.l- 
bet us, and nil, begin .ind i-iid in 'I'tiee ! 
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THASKa, uiy lord, for your VL-uisuii, for fiiR-r or fatter 

Nevur raiigM in a fuiest, or Hinok'd in it platter : 

The Imunch was » jnctnre for iwintcrs to study— 

Tlie fat was s-o white, and tlio IfiiTi was so ruddy. 

TIiDHgli my stoinai'li was sJiin-ji, I ruuld scarff liolp regretting 

To sjxii! suL-li 11 dejieiito jiiitin'o liy eating: 

1 liad thonglils iu my dii.njlier to ).la<-e it in viow. 

To be sliuwn tn my fricTids as a ]ne(e of r!rh) ; 

As iu some Irish hoiisen, whrre tilings lu-e so-.-o, 

One gammon of bacon hang.s np for a show ; — 

But, for eating a rasher of what tliey take jiride in. 

They 'd as soon think of eating tlie \niu it is fried in. 



THE HAUNCH OP VENISON. 

But hold — let me pause — Don't I hear you pronounce 
This tale of the bacon a damnable bounce V 
Well, suppose it a bounce — sure a poet may try, 
By a bounce now and then, to get courage to iiy. 
But, my lord, it 's no bounce : I protest in my turn. 
It's a truth — and your lordship may ask Mr. Byrne. * 

To go on \vith my tale — as I gaz'd on the Haunch, 
I thought of a friend that was trusty and staunch — 
So I cut it, and sent it to Reynolds undrest, 
To paint it, or eat it, just as he lik'd best. 
Of the neck and the breast I had next to dispose ; 
'Twas a neck and a breast that might rival Monroe's t — 
But in ]iarting with these I w^as puzzled again. 
With the how, and the who, and the where, and the when : 

There's Coley,J and Williams, and H rth, and Hiff — 

I think they love veii'son — I know they love beef; 

r 

I There's my countryman, Higgins — Oh ! let him alone 

I For making a blunder, or picking a bone. 

. But hang it — to poets, who seldom can eat. 

Your very good mutton 's a very good treat ; 

' Such dainties to them, their health it might hurt. 

It 's like sending them ruffles, when wanting a shirt. 

While thus I debated, in reverie centred. 

An acquaintance, a friend as he call'd himself, entered ; 

An under-bred, fine-spoken fellow was he. 

And he sniil'd as he look'd at the venison and me. 

• Lonl Cluro'8 iiepliew. t Mibis Dorothy Moiii-oc. ; Cohmui. 



THK HAUNCH OF VENISON. 

" What have we got here ? — Why, this is good eating ! 
Your own, I suppose — or is it in waiting?'* 
*' Why, whose should it be, sir?'* cried I, with a Hounco; 
*' I get these things often*' — but that was a bounce : 
^' Some lords, my acquaintance, that settle the nation, 
Are pleas'd to be kind — but I hate ostentation." 

" If that be the case, then," cried he, very gay, 
*^ I ^m glad I have taken this house in my way. 
To-morrow you take a poor dinner with me : 
No words — I insist on't — precisely at three. 
We '11 have Johnson, and Burke ; all the wits will be there ; 
My acquaintance is slight, or I 'd ask my Lord Clare. 
And now that I tliink on't, as I am a sinner ! 
We wanted this venison to make out the dinner. 
What say you? — a pasty? — it shall, and it must; 
And my wife, little Kitty, is famous for crust. 
Here, porter ! — this venison with me to Mile End ; 
No stirring — I beg — my dear friend — my dear friend ! " 
Thus snatching his hat, he brush'd off like the wind, 
And the porter and eatables follow'd behind. 

Left alone to reflect, having emptied my shelf, 
And " nobody with me at sea but myself;"* 
Though I could not help thinking my gentleman hasty, 
Yet Johnson, and Burke, and a good venison pasty, j 

I 

* Fruin • let^ter of the Duko uf CuiuberlaiuK | 
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THE HAUNCH OF VENISON. 



Were things that I never disHk'd in my life- 



Though clogg'd witli a coxcomb, and Kitty his wife ; 
So next day, in due splendour to make my approach, 
I drove to his door in niv own liacknev-coach. 

When come to the ])lace where we all were to dine, 
{A. chiir-luniber'd closet^ just twelve feet by nine) — 
My friend bade me wx'lcome, but struck me quite dumb 
With tidings that Johnson and Burke would not come; 
** For I knew it,'^ he cried, *^both eternally fail. 
The one w^ith his speeches, and t^ other with Thrale. 
But no matter, I '11 warrant we '11 make up the party 
With two full as clever, and ten times as hearty. 
The one is a Scotchman, the other a flew. 
They 're both of them merry, and authors, like you ; 
The one writes the Snarh/r, the other the Scourge ; 
Some think he writes Cimia — he owns to FauurgcJ' 
While thus he described them by trade and by name, 
They enter'd, and dinner was serv'd as they came. 

At the top a fried liver and bacon were seen, 
At the bottom was tripe, in a swinging tureen ; 
At the sides there was spinach and pudding made hot; 
In the middle a place where the Pasty — was not. 



1 1 Now, my lord, as for tripe, it 's my utter aversion, 

\\ And your bacon I hate like a Turk or a Persian; 

So there I sat stuck like a horse in a pound. 
While the bacon and liver went merrily round. 
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THE HAUNCH OF VENISON. 

But what vcx'd me most was that d — d Scottish rogue, 

With his long-winded speeches, his smiles, and his brogue ; 

And, '* Madam,^^ (pioth he, '^ may this bit be my poison, 

A prettier dinner I never sot eyes on : 

Pray a slice of yonr liver, though may 1 be curst. 

But I've eat of vonr tripe till I 'm readv to burst/' 

^'The tripe," (juoth the Jew, '^ if the truth I may speak, 

I could dine on this tripe seven days in a week ; 

I like these here dinners so pretty and small — 

But your friend tliere, the Doctor, eats nothing at all/' 

"Oh, oh !" riuoth my friend, ''he'll come on in a trice — 

He 's keeping a corner for something that 's nice. 

There's a Pasty" — "A Pasty !" re])eated the Jew; 

" I don't care if I keep a corner for't too." 

" What the De'il, mon, a Pasty !" re-echoed the Scot ; 

"Though splitting, I'll still keep a corner for that." 

" We '11 all keep a corner," the lady cried out ; 

"We'll all keep a corner," was echo'd a*bout. } 

While thus we resolv'd, and the Pasty delay'd, j 

With looks that quite petrified, enter'd the maid ; ' 

A visage so sad, and so ])ale with affright, 

Wak'd Priam, in drawing his curtains by night. 

But we quickly found out - for who could mistake her? — 

That she came with some terrible news from the baker; 

■ 
I 

And so it fell out ; for that negligent sloven ] 

Had shut out the Pasty on shutting his oven. 

Sad Philomel thus --but let simik»s drop — ' 

And now that I think on't, the story may stop. 



ij 



THK HAVKrit OF VENISON. 

To bo [jlftin, my good lord, it 'm hut labour miyplac'd, 
To send suti good verses to one of your taste. 
You've j^ot Jill odii siunething — u kind of discerning'— 
A relish — a taste -sickoiiM over by learning — 
At least, it 's your temper, as very well known, 
That you tliiiik very slightly <if all tliiit's jour own ; 
So, perhaps, in your hiibits of thinking amiss. 
You miiy make a mistake, and think slightly of this. 





Op old, when Scarron* liis cimijiaiiious invited. 

Each guest brought his dish, and the feast wag united ; 

If our landlord supplies us with beef, and with fish, 

Let each guest bring himself — and he brings the best diali ; 

Our Deant shall be venison, just fresh from the plains; 

Our BurkeJ shall bo tongue, with a garnish of brains ; 

Our Will § shall be wild-fowl, of excellent flavour j 

And Dick || with his pepper shall heighten their savour; 

Our Cumherland'sK sweet-brcad its place shall obtain; 

And Douglas** is pudding, substantial and plain; 

Our Garrick'sft ^ salad^for in him we see 

Oil, vinegar, sugar, and saltness agree ; 

To make out the dinner, full certain I am 

That Ridge JJ is anchovy, and Reynolds §§ is lamb; 

That Hickey's j| || a capon, and, by the same rule, 

Magnanimous Gohlsniith agoosehoiTj fool. 



■ PkolScarrAn. ■pnjiularPranch wTlier, who died in 1600. 

I- Dr. Bunuit. dcui uF Durry, in Ireland. t Edmund Bu 

; Ur. WiUiun Bnrke, sc<:T«IHr7 u> Ovatwui Cnnnay. H Mr. mchnrd 

i Richard Cumlwrluud. uiUiur of ~ Thu WoBt Indian," uid other dmni 

* Dr, Bou^laa, C&ncii or WindBor, and Ulahop of 8idi»bury. 

f Daviil Qanlck, the actor. tX J^a Iriab la 

{ Sir JoahoB Beynolda. nH An emlnml 



RETALIATION. 



At a dinner so various, at such a repast, 
Who'd not he a ghitton, and stick to the last ? 
Here, waiter, more wine, let uie sit while I'm able. 
Till all my companions sink under the table ; 
Tlien, with chaos and blunders encircling my head. 
Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 

Here lies the good Deau, re-united to earth. 
Who mix'd reason with pleasure, and wisdom with mirth ; 
If he had anv faults, he has left us in doubt — 
At least, in six weeks I could not find them out ; 
Yet some have declared, and it can't be denied them. 
That sly-boots was cursedly cunning to hide them. 

Here lies our good Edmund, whose genius was such. 
We scarcely can praise it, or blame it too much \ 
Wlio, born for the universe, narrow'd his mind, 
And to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 
Though fraught with all learning, yet straining his throat 
To persuade Tommy Townshend* to lend him a vote ; 
Who, too deep for liis hearers, still went on refining, 
And thought of convincing, while they thought of dining : 
Though equal to all things, for all things unfit: 
Too nice for a statesman, too proud for a wit ; 
For a patriot too cool ; for a drudge disobedient ; 
And too fond of the rujld^ to pursue the expedient. 
In short, 'twas his fate, unemploy'd, or in place, sir. 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. 

• Thomaa Townshend, Member for Whitchurch, ailenvanhi Lonl Sydnej'. 
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RETALIATION. 



Here lies honest William, whose heart was a mint, 
While the owner neYr knew half the good that was in*t ; 
The pu])il of impulse, it forced him along. 
His conduet still right, with his argument wrong; 
Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam — . 

The coachman was tipsy, the chariot drove home; !| 

Would you ask for his merits? alas ! he had none; i 

What was good was spontaneous, his faults were his own. 



Here lies honest Richard,* whose fate I must sigh at; 
Alas ! that such frolic should now be so quiet ! 
What spirits were his ! what wit and what whim ! . 

Now breaking a jest — and now breaking a limb; | 

Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball; 
Now teasing and vexing — yet laughing at all ! 
In short, so provoking a devil was Dick, 
That we wish'd him full ten times a day at Old Nick ; 
But, missing his mirth and agreeable vein, 
As often we wishM to have Dick back amin. 

Here Cumberland lies, having acted his parts. 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts ; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are. 
His gallants are all faultless, his women divine. 
And comedy wonders at being so fine ! 
Like a tragedy queen he has dizen'd her out, 
Or rather like tragedy giving a rout. 1 

1 

• Richnnl Biirke hniX bmkon a lojr, «>»out fM»vcn vcnrn Iwforo this poem vran writtpn. 
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RETALIATION. 

His fools have their follies so lost in a crowd 
Of virtues and feelings, that folly gi'ows proud > 
And coxcombs, alike in their faih'ngs alone, 
Adopting his portraits, are pleas'd with their own. 
Say, where has our poet this malady caught ? 
Or wherefore his characters thus without fault ? 
Say, was it that vainly directing his view 
To find out men's virtues, and finding them few. 
Quite sick of pursuing each troublesome elf, 
He grew lazy at last, and drew from himself? 



Here Douglas* retires from his toils to relax, 
The scourge of impostors, the ten*or of quacks : 
Come all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines; 
Come, and dance on the spot where your tyrant reclines ! 
When satire and censure encircled his throne. 
T fear'd for vour safetv, I fearM for my own : 
But now he is gone, and we want a detector. 
Our Doddsf shall be pious, our Kenricks J shall lecture — 
Macpherson § write bombast, and call it a style — 
Our Townshend make speeches, and I shall compile; 
Now Lauders and Bowers the Tweed shall cross over, 
I No countryman living their tricks to discover ; 

Detection her taper shall qucmch to a spark, 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman, and cheat in the dark. 



• D()u/?liii« had viiidicatc<l Milt<)n fVom the hisolcncc of Lauder, ingeniously rrihted 
the cavilR of Hume, and cx])08t'd Bower, 
t Tljc Rev. Dr. Dixld. 

X Dr. Kenrick, wlio rcatl lectures, under the titb of " The School of Shaksiwrc,** 
§ JaraeH Macpherson, the translator of OMian. 
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RETAUATION. 

Here lies David Garrick — describe me, who can, 
An abridgment of all that was pleasant in man : 
As an actor, confessM without rival to shine ; 
As a wit, if not first, in the very first line; 
Yet, with talents like these, and an excellent heart, 
The man had his failings — a dupe to his art. 
Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he spread, 
And beplaster^d with rouge his own natural rod. 
On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting ; 
^Twas only that when he was off ho was acting. 
With no reason on earth to go out of his way. 
Ho tumM and he varied full ten times a day. 
Though secure of our hearts, yet confoundedly sick 
If they were not his own by finessing and trick : 
He cast off his friends, as a huntsman his pack, 
For he knew when he pleased he could whistle them back. 
Of praise a mere glutton, he swallowM what came. 
And the puflf of a dunce he mistook it for fame. 
Till his relish grown callous, almost to disease. 
Who peppered the highest was surest to please. 
But let us be candid, and speak out our mind, 
If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 
Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys,* and Woodfallsf so grave, 
What a commerce was yours, while you got and you gave ; 
How did Grub Street re-echo the shouts that you raisM, 
While he was be-RosciusM, and you were be-praisM ! 
But peace to his spirit, wherever it flies. 
To act as an angel and mix with the skies : 

• IIuKh Kelly, author of "Falae Delicacy," " School for Wivc»," Ac. 
t Mr. W. WfMxlfWl, printicr of the Mornintf Chronicle. 
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RETALIATION. 



Those poets, who owe their best fame to his skill, 
Shall still be his flatterers, go where he will ; 
Old Shakspere receive hira with praise and with love. 
And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kelljs above. 



j Here Hickey reclines, a most blunt pleavSant creature. 

And slander itself must allow him good-nature ; 

He cherisVd his friend, and he relishM a bumper ; 

Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper ! 

Perhaps you may ask if the man was a miser ? 

I answer, no, no — for he always was wiser ; 

Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat ? 

His very worst foe can't accuse him of that ; 

Perhaps he confided in men as they go. 

And so was too foolishly honest ? Ah, no ! 

Then what was his failing ? come, tell it, and bum ye ; 
! He was — could he help it ? — a special attorney. 

Here Reynolds is laid, and, to tell you my mind. 
He has not left a wiser or better behind : 
His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand ; 
His manners were gentle, complying, and bland ; 
Still bom to improve us in every part — 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart : 
To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering. 
When they judged without skill, he was still hard of hearing j 
When they talk'd of their Raphaels, Con-eggios, and stuff. 
He sliifted his trumpet,* and only took snuff. 

♦ Sir JoHhiiA ReyiioldB nscd an ear-tnnniiet in company. 
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Herb Wliitefoord * reclines, and deny it who can. 
Though he merrily liv'd, he is now n grace man ; 
Rare compound of oddity, frolic, and fun — 
Who relish'd a. joke, and rejoic'd in a pun ; 
Whose temper was generous, open, sincere — 
A stranger to flattery, a stranger to fear; 
Who scattor'd around wit and humour at will j 
Whose daily bon tnoft half a column miglit till ; 
A Scotchman, from pride and from prejudice free; 
A scholar, yet surely no pedant was he. 

What pity, alas ! that so liberal a mind 
Bhould so long be to newspaper essays confin'd ; 
Who perhaps to the summit of science could soar. 
Yet content " if the table he set on a roar " — 
Whose talents to fill any station were 6t, 
Yet happy if Woodfnll f confess'd him a wit. 

Ur. Cklob WluuruonJ, ulbor ot many bumnroiu mwiyg. Ko «sa >o f 
11 vroM uu]XHuub]o 10 be ill hLa cvmiiviy « 



Ye newspaper witling* ! ye pert scribbling folks ! 
Who copied liia squibs, and re-echo'd Ms jokes : 
Ye tame imitators, yc servile Iierd, come. 
Still follow jour master, and visit liis tomb : 
To deck it, bring with you festoons of tlio vine. 
And copious libations bestow on his shrine; 
Then strew all around it — you can do no less — 
CroeS'rcadiii'jt, Ship-news, and Mintukfti of ilw Pregg.* 

Merry 'WTiitcfoord, farewell ! for tliy sake I admit 

That a Scot may have humour, I had almost said wit : 

This debt to thy memory I cannot refuse — 

" Tliou best-Luinour'd man, with the worst-humour'd muse." 

* Mr, Wlulufwil) cuuUitiulul ]uipcni uu •iu:»ii buIdiitIs U I]ic 1'Mk AJMrlitir. 
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Seci.vued fruiii doinwitic slrifu. 

Jack liijok-Wonn led a coHogc lifu; 

A followHliip lit twenty -five 

Made liim the linppiest man alive; 

He drunk liis t^liis«, ami crnck'd liis joko. 

And freshmen wnnder'd as he spoke. 



8ueh ple;isn,vs, uiiiill.iy'd with n.re, 
Cuuld any aceident impair? 
Could Cupid's shaft lit length transfix 
Our swain, amv'd at tliirty-six 'f 
Oh! had the Areher ne'er come duwn 
To ravHgc in a country town; 



THE DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION. 

Or Flavia been content to stop 

At triumphs in a Fleet Street shop ! 

Oh ! liad her eyes fortrot to blaze ! 

Or Jack had wanted eyes to gaze. 

Oh ! — but let exclamation cease ; 

Her presence banisVd all his peace ! 

So, with decorum all things carried. 

Miss frown'd, and blush'd, and then was — married. 

The honey-moon like lightning flew; 
The second brought its transports, too; 
A third, a fourth, were not amiss ; 
The fifth was friendship mix'd with bliss : 
But when a twelvemonth passM away, 
Jack found his goddess made of clay; 
Found half the charms that deck'd her face 
Arose from powder, shreds, or lace; 
But still the worst remained behind — 
That very face had robb\l her mind. 

Skilled in no other arts was she 
But dressing, patching, repartee ; 
And, just as humour rose or fell. 
By turns a slattern or a belle. 
^Tis true she dressM with modem gi-aco — 
Half naked at a ball or race; 
But when at home, at board or bed. 
Five greasy night-caps wrappM her head. 
Could so nmch beauty condescend 
To be a dull domestic friend? 



100 



rilK IKX'III.K IKANSKOKMATlnN. 

Coulil any ciirliiiii-lfctuivs In-in^r 

To iK'fotii'v sii liiK- it thiiifr' 

III sluirt— l.y iii-flit, 'twas fits nr frettiiifr; 

Ifv .lay, 'i«.„s !r.„l,lii,).. ,«• i-„.|iii.ttiiig. 




FoikI til la- scTii, sill- kept n lu^vy 
or ix.wdcT'il <-uxmmbs iit Iut Ii-vct ; 
'riiL' 'M(|uiif mid cajitnin took tlifii' station 
Atiil twviity iitliiT Ileal- ii-lations. 
.Jack snckM liis ]ii|>.., anil othii lirok.- 

A Si-ll ill stltlnc-atillJISInok,.; 

Wliil.. all tli.-ir I....II-S w..|..- passM l.ctwoi- 
Insnitins r..|mrii... :-r »|i!roti. 



■I'luis. as li.T lanlts.-a.-h .lay .v.t. 
II,- thinks li..i- r.-atinvs i.iars.T gi-ov 
II.- laai-ii-s i-vi'l-y .ii-i- sill- shows. 



TIIK DOTBLE TliAXSFOKMATlON. 

WlUMK'Vt'i* ra*rt' or envy I'isr, 

How wide* Ikt mouth, how wikl her eves ! 

» 

He knows not how, but so it is. 
Her i\icc is grown a knowing pliiz- - 
And, thougli her t'ops are wondrous civil, 
He thinks lier \ur\y as tlie devil. 
Now, to |)erj)lex the ravelTd noosi*. 
As each a different way j)ursues — 
While sullen (»r loquacious strife 
Promis'd to hold them on for life — 
That dire disease, whose ruthless power 
Withers the beaut v's transient flower, 
Lo ! the small -pox — whose horrid glare 
Leveled its terrors at the fair ; 
And, rifling every youthful grace. 
Left but the remnant of a face. 



The glass, grtiwn hateful to her sight, 

i 

Hetlected n(>w a — j)erfcct fright. 
' Each former art she vainlv tries, 

To bring back lustre to lier eyes; 
In vain she tries her j)astes and creams; 
To smooth her skin, or hide its seams: 
Her country beaux and city cousins. 
Lovers no more, flew ott* bv dozens : 
The 'scjuire himself was seen to yield — 
And even the captain quit the fleld. 

Poor nuidam^ now condenniM to hack 
The rest of life with anxious Jack, 



THE DOUBLE TRANSFOKMATinU. 

Perceiving others fairly fiowii. 
Attempted plensiiijj Inm alone. 
Jack soon was dnz/led to beliolil 
Her prcsfut fjico siiqjiiss tlie okl. 
With modesty her i-Ia'cka an- liy'd; 
Humility disphiees pritlo : 
For tawdry finery is seen, 
A pers<m ever neatly clean : 
No more presuming on her sway, 
Slie leania good-nature cveiy diiy : 
Hercnely gay, and Ktiict in dnty, 
Ja^k finds his wife a — perfect beauty. 





Say, ltuc! li-ii-, pn-tty riiki-, 

Di'iH' tiiiTcciiiiry bciiuty, 
Wlijit luinual iilfcrinf,' sluiU I mnko. 

Expressive of my duty? 

My heart, a victim to tliine oyes. 

Should I at once ih'hver — 
Say, woiihl t\ni mif^ry fair-oiio pHzc 

Tlic ^'ift, wlio slights the giver? 

A Lili, a jewfl, walcli, or toy, 
My rivals give; and let thcni : 

If geins or gold impart a joy, 

I'll give them — when 1 get them. 

I'll give — but not the full-Iilown rose, 
Or rose-bud more in fashion — 

Such short-liv'd offerings but disclose 
A transitory passion — ■ 

I'll give thee Nomethiiig yet nnjiaid, 

Not less sincere than civil ; 
I'll give thee — ah! too chnrming maid, 

1 '11 give thee to the de\'il ! 




LoGiciANa have but ill Jctiii'd 

As rationiil, the human mind; 

Reason, tliey say, belongs to mau — 

But let them prove it, if they cim. 

Wise Aristotle and Smiglecius,* 

Ry ratiocinations specious, 

Have strove to prove with great precision , 

With definition and division, 

IToui,. <-M nilii.u,- i.mJitu.a— 

But for u»y aoul I cannot credit 'em : 

And must in epitu of them maintain 

That man and all liis ways are vain, 

And that this boasted lord of nature 

la both a weak and ei-ring creature — 



THE LOGICIANS REFUTED. 

That instinct is a surer guide 

Than reason, — boasting mortals' pride, 

And that brute beasts are far before 'em : 

Drus <'••*/ animn hridorum. 

Who ev'er knew an honest brute 

At law his neighbour prosecute; 

Bring action for assault and battery. 

Or friend beguile witli lies and flattery? 

O'er plains they ramble unconfin'd, 

No politics disturb their mind; 

They eat their meals, find take their sport. 

Nor know who 's in or out at court ; 

They never to the levee go, 

To treat as dearest fi-iend, a foe ; 

They never importune his Grace 

Nor ever cringe to men in place; 

Nor undertake a dirty job, 

Nor draw the quill to write for Bob.* 

Fraught with invective they ne'er go 

To folks at Paternoster Bow : 

No jugglers, fiddlers, dancing-masters. 

No pickpockets, or poetasters, 

Are known to honest quadrupeds; 

No single brute his fellow leads. 

Brutes never meet in bloody fray, 

Nor cut each other's throats for pay. 

Of beasts, it is ccmfess'd, the ape 

Comes nearest us in human shape : 

* Sir RolKTt Wal|M>lo. 
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THE LOGICIANS HEFUTBD. 

Like man he imitates vnch ftii'liion, 
And malice ia hia ruling passion; 
But both in malice and griiuuoos, 
A courtier tiny ape surpat^sca. 
Behold liim, liumbly cringing, wait 
Upon tho minister of state; 
View liim soon after to inferiors 
Aping tho conduct of superiors : 
He promiaea with equal air, 
And to perform takes equal care. 
-He in hia turn finds imitators: 
At court, the porters, lackeys, waiters, 
Their masters' manners still contract — 
And footmen, lords and diikca ean act. 
llius at the court, both great and small 
Behave alike — for all ape all. 





HE KEATU OF A MAD DOG." 



(lOOH people all, of everv sort, 

Give car unto my soiif^; 
And if you find it wondrous sliort. 

It cannot hold you long. 

In Islington there was a innn, 
Of whom the world might say, 

Thiit still II godly race he ran, 
Wlieue'cr he went to pray. 

A kind and gentle heart he had. 
To comfort friendu and foes; 

The naked every day he clad, 
When ho put on his clothes. 

And in that town a dog was found : 

As many dogs there be; 
Both mongrel, pnppy, whelp, and hound, 

And curs of low degree. 






ir jou, riipa. Which 
IFIILD, Ch»p. XVll. 




'Hiis (lofT aud man lit tirst were friends; 

But, when n pique bejmii, 
'ITie dog, to ;^iiii some jniviite ends. 

Went jnfld, niid hit the itiiin. 

Aroniid trnm all tlie nci(ilil>oiiriiig streets 
The wondering neighbours ran; 

And swore the dog had lost his wits. 
To bite so good ;i mini. 

The wound it seem'd bolli wire and sad 

Ti) every christian cyi' ; 
And while thvv swore tlio dog was mud, 

'I'hev swore the man wonid die. 



Rnt soon a wonder came to light. 
That «how'd the rogues they lied; 

The man reeover'd of tlie bite ; 
The dog it was that died. 




Ah-.—Trh. 
Arise, yn sons of worth, arise. 

And wnken every note of woe ; 
WTien truth nnd virtuo reach the Kkiea, 

'Tis ours to weep the want below ! 

Chorvs. 
When tmth and virtue reach the skies, &c, 

♦ Uother of King Gi>oreo III. ; she died Febm«j- 8ih, 177!. 



THRENODIA AUGUSTALIS. 

Man Sjx'uhr. 

Tlie praise atteudiiig pomp and ])ower, 

The incense given to kings, 
Are but the trappings of an hour- 
Mere transitory things ! 
The base bestow them ; but the g(M)d ngree 
To spurn the venal gifts as flattery. 
But, when to pomp and power are join'd 
An equal dignity of mind — 

When titles are the snuillest claim — 
When wealth, and rank, and noble blood, 
]^»ut aid the power of doing good — 

Then all their trophies last; and flattery turns 
to f:ime. 
Blest spirit thou, whose fame, just born to bloom. 
Shall spread and flourish fi-om the tomb. 

How hast thou left mankind for heaven ! 
Even now reproach and faction mourn. 
And, wondering how their rage was boruL', 

Request to be forgiven. 
Alas! they never had thy hate; 

UnmovM, in conscious rectitude, 

'lliy towering mind self-centred stood, 
Nor wanted man^s opinion to be great, 
hi vain, to charm thy ravisliM sight, 

A thousand gifts would fortune send ; 
In vain, to drive thee from the right, 

A thousand sorrows urgM thy end : 
Like some well-fashion'd arch thy patience stood, 
I And purchasM strength from its incK*asing load. 
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TUKKNODIA AVOUSTAMS. 

Pain mot thee like a friend that set thee free ; 
Afilietion still is virtuc^s op])ortunity ! 

Sninj. — Jh/ ff Max. 

\ irtue, on hei'self relvinLT, 

Kverv ])assion hush'd to rest, 
Loses everv i)ain in dviny, 

ft i • C) 

In tlie hope of heiiiuf blest. 

hlviM'V added pang she sutters, 
Sonic inereasinir tr^^'^d bi'stows ; 

I'^verv sh(»ek that nialiee olfers, 
Only rocks lier to repose. 

Woman ^'y/^(^/.v /•. 

Vet^ ah ! what terrors frovviiM npon luT fate— 
J)eath, with its formidable band, 

Fever and pain and pule eonsum|)tivc care, 
Determin'd took their stand : 

Xor did the cruel ravairers (lcsi<ai 
'J'o finish all their etlbrts at a blow ; 
Hut, misehievouslv slow, 

'J'hev robb'd the relie and defaeM the shrimp 

\Vith unavailino* u'rief, 

Despairing of relief, 
Her weeping children round 

Beheld each hour 

Death's growing ])owci*, 
And trembled as lie iVown'd. 
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•riii;KN«)inA Ar<;i sTAMs. 

As helpless Irieiuls wlu) view from shore 

riie labourinf*" ship, and hoar the tempest n>ar, 

AVhile winds and waves tlieir wishes eruss — 
They stood, while hope aiid eomfort fail, 
Not to assist, hut to bewail 

The inevitable loss. 
Relentless tvrant ! at thv call 
How do the good, the virtuous fall ! 
Truth, beauty, worth, and all that most engage, 
But wake thy vengeanee and provoke thy rage. 

Sotnj. — lii/ a Man. 

When viee my (hirt and seytlie su]>ply. 
How great a king of terrors I ! 
If folly, fraud, your hearts engage. 
Tremble, ye mortals, at my rage ! 

Fall, round me fall, ye little things; 
Ye statesmen, warriors, poets, kings; 
If virtue fail her counsel sage, 
Tremble, ye mortals, at my rage ! 

Man Sjnah r. 

Yet let that wisdom, urgM by her example, 

Teach us to estimate what all nmst sutler; 

Let us prize death as the best gift of nature — 

As a safe inn, where weary travellers, 

When they have journeyM through a world of cares, 

May put off life and be at rest for ever. 
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THRENODIA AUGUSTALIS. 

Groans, weeping friends, indeed, and gloomy sables, 

May oft distract us with their sad solemnity : 

The preparation is the executioner. 

Death, when unmask\l, shows me a friendly face. 

And is a terror only at a distance ; 

For as the line of life conducts me on 

To death^s great court, the prospect seems more fair. 

^Tis Nature's kind retreat, that\s always open 

To take us in when we have drainM the cup 

Of life, or worn our days to wretchedness. 

In that secure, serene retreat, 
Where all the humble, all the great. 

Promiscuously recline ; 
Where, wildly huddled to the eye. 
The beggar's pouch and prince's purple lie. 

May every bliss be thine. 

And, ah ! blest spirit, wheresoe'er thy flight, 
Through rolling worlds, or fields of liquid light, 
May cherubs welcome their expected guest ; 
May saints with songs receive thee to their rest : 
May peace, that claimed while here thy warmest love, 
May blissful, endless peace be thine above ! 



Song. — Bij a Woman. 

Lovely, lasting peace below. 
Comforter of every woe, 
Heavenly born, and bred on high. 
To crown the favourites of the sky- 
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THRKNODIA AUGtSTALIS. 

Lovely, la.stint^ peace appear; 
This world itself, if thou art here, 
Is c)iiee ati^iiii with Kden Mest, 
And mail contains it in his ])reast. 

Woman SjtcuJcrr, 

Our vows are heard ! long, long to mortal t?yes, 
Her soul was lit ting to its kindred skies : 
Celestial -like her ])ounty fell, 
Where modest want and patient sorrow dwell; 
Want pass'd for merit at her door. 

Unseen the modest were su])plied; 
Her constant ])ity fed the poor — 

Then only ])oor, indited, the day she died. 
And, oh ! for this, while sculpture decks thy shrine, 

And art exhausts profusion round. 
The tribute of a tear be mine, 

A simple song, a sigh profound. 
There Faith shall come, a pilgrinj grey,* 
To bless the tomb that wraps thy clay ; 
And calm Ueligion shall re])air, 
To dwell a weeping hermit there. 
Truth, Fortitude, and Friendship shall agree 
To blend their virtues while they think of thee. 

Atr. — i Inn' IIS, — V()injH)iH). 

\jV\ us, let all the world agree 
To ]>roiit by resembling thee. 

• Fniiu C«)lliiis. 
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THRENODIA AUGIISTALIS. 

FAHT II. 

Or,-rh<rr.—F,>^lor<ih-. 
.Man Siwihrr. 
Fast by that shore where Thames' translucent atream 

Retlects new glories on hiw breast, 
Where, spleiiilid iw tlie youthful poet's dream. 
He forms a seene bevontl Elvsinni bleat- 




Where sculptur'd elegance and native grace 
Unite to 8tani|) the beauties of the place, 
While sweetly blonrling still are seen 
The wavy lawn, the sloping green - 
While novelty, with cautious cnnning. 
Through every niaxe of fancy running, 

From t'hinii borrows aid to deck the seene— 



THRENODIA AUGU8TALI8. 

'Jlierc, sorrowing by the river'n glassy bed, 

Forlorn a rural band coniplain'd, 
All whom Augii.sta's bounty fed, 

All whom her clemency sustainM; 
The good old sire, imcon^eious of decay, 
The modest mitron, clad in honu^spun grey. 
The military boy, the orphan'd maid. 
The shatter'd veteran, now first dismay'd : 
These sadly join beside the murmuring deep ; 

And, as they view 
The towers of Kew, 
Call on their Mistress — now no more — and weep. 



Ch 



Ktruff. 



Ye shady walks, ye waving greens, 

Ye nodding towers, ye fairy scenes — 

Let all your echoes now deplore 

That she who formM your beauties is no more ! 



Man Sj^rnh 



itr. 



First of the train, the patient rustic came, 

Whose callous liand had fonnM the scene, 
Bending at once with sorrow and with age, 

With many a tear and many a sigh between ; 
''And where,'' he cried, ''shall now my babes have bread, 

Or how shall age support its feeble fire ? 
No lord will take me now, my vigour fled, 

Nor can my strength perform what they require ; 
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TUliKNoIHA AVdUSTALIR. 

Each grudging master keeps tlie labourer bare — 
A sleek and idle race is all their auw 
Mv noble Mistress tliouMit not so : 

Her ])ounty, like the morning dew. 
Unseen, though constant, nsM to How ; 

And as mv strent^th decavVl, her bounty ffrew." 

\\'<»MAN SltrnL'r,'. 

In deciMit dress, and coarsely clean, 
The pious matron next was seen — 
Clasp'd in her hand a godly book was borne. 
By use and daily meditation worn ; 
That decent dress, this holy guide, 
Augusta's care had well supplied. 
''And, ah !'' she cries, all w^oe-begone, 
''What now remains for me? 
Oh ! where shnll weeping want re}>air, 

To ask for cliai'ity ? 
'J\)0 late in lil'e lor me to ask. 

And shame preyents the deed. 
And tardy, tardy are the times 

To succour, should I need. 
But all my wants, before I spoke. 

Were to my Mistress known: 
She still i*(»li(^v'd, noi- sought my praise, 

Contented willi her own. 
But every day her name I '11 bless — 

My morning prayer, my evening song ; 
I '11 praise her while my life shall last, 
A life that cniniot last me long.'^ 
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TUKKNODIA AU<;USTAI,1S. 

Soiij. — /?// <f Woman. 

Each day, each hour, her name I ^11 ])loss, 
Mv morninjx and my eveiiino: sony: : 

And when in deatli my vows shall cease, 
My children shall the note prolong. 

Man Sj"(i/,'>r. 

The hardy veteran after struck the sight, 

ScarrM, mangled, maiin'd in every part ; 
LoppM of his liiidjs in many a gallant Hght, 

In nought entire — except his heart; 
Mute for a while, and sullenly distrest. 
At last the impetuous sorrow fir'd his breast : 
'^ Wild is the whirlwind rolling 
(Ycr Afric's sandy ])lain, 
And wild the tempest howling 
Along the billow M main; 
But every danger felt before — 
The raging deep, the whirlwind's roar — 
Less dreadful struck nu* with dismav, 
Than what 1 fi'cl this fatal dav. 
Oh ! let me fly a land that spurns the brave - 
Osweyfo's drearv shores shall be mv ofiave : 
I Ml seek that less inhos])itable coast, 
An<l lav mv bodv where mv limbs wei'c l(»st." 

• • • ft 

Snmi. llii »/ Man. 

Old Edward\s sons, iniknown to yield, 
Shall crowd fnmi Crccy's lamH'll'd field, 
'JV) do thy nu'iiiory right ; 



THKENODIA AUGUSTALIS. 

For thine and Britain's wrongs they feel, 
Again they snatch the gleamy steel, 
And wish the avenging fight. 

Woman Spcaher. 

In innocence and youth complaining, 

Next appearM a lovely maid — 
Affliction o'er each feature reigning, 

Kindly came in beauty's aid ; 

Every grace that grief dispenses, 
Every glance that warms the soul, 

In sweet succession charniM the s€»nses, 
While pity harmonized the whole. 

"The garland of beauty '' — 'tis thus she would say — - 
" No more shall my crook or my temples adorn ; 
I ']\ not wear a garland — Augusta's away, 
I'll not wear a garland until she return. 

But, alas ! that return I never shall see. 

The echoes of Thames shall my sorrows proclaim , 
There promis'd a lover to come — but, me ! 

Twas death — 'twas the death of my Mistress that came. 



y'v. 



lUit ever, for ever, her image shall last, 

I '11 strip all the spring of its earliest bloom ; 

On her grave shall the cowslip and primrose be east. 
And the new-blossom'd thom shall whiten her tomb." 
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TIIKKKOPIA , 



S.oi.j.—n,/ 'I Woma; 



-r.i,lo,;,l.: 



With giirlands of Iieaiity tlio Qiipcn of the Jlay 
No inoro will her erook or her tcinplos adoni ; 

For who'll wear a gtirhiiid wht-ii slie is away, 
\Vhoii she is roniovM, ami shall never letLiriiy 

On the f^tavcof Aiignstit tln'so garlands lio placM, 
We'll HHe the spHiij,' of its earliest l.loum; 

And there shall the cowslij) mid priiunise be east. 
And the new-l.lossotn'd thorn shall whiten h.-r Innih. 



I -hn. 
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On the grave of Anyusta tliis ;^.iilaiul be plae'd. 
We'll riHe the spHnf? ..f its earliest hlooni ; 

And there shall the fows;i|) ami primrose be cast, 
And the tears of htr ooiiutrv shall water her tomb.* 



• AilrtttUtmtHl prrjixt. 
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IN THK MANNKR ItF ^WIFT, 




T.ONa liHil I soiiylit. in vain to find 




A likeness fnr the scribbling kind— 




'I'lie nioduni seribbling kind, who write 




In wit, and sense, and nature's spite— 




'I'ill i-eadin<r, I forfr.it what day on, ' 




A oli»i)ter c.nt of Ti.oke's Pantheon * 1 




I think ] met with w.inethhig there, 




To suit my jinrpose to a hnir. 




But 1ft lis not proceed too fnrious r 




First please tu turn to god Mcrcurius ; 




You'll find him jik-tui'd Ht full length 




In book tlie stfoiid, page the tenth. 




'Ill- stress of all iny pnjofs on him I lay; 




And non- proceed wu to onr simile. 







A NEW SIMILE. 

Imprimis, pray observe his hat; 
Wings upon either side — mark that. 
Well ! what is it from thence we gather? 
Why, these denote a brain of feather. 
A brain of feather ! ver\^ ricrht — 
With wit that 's flighty, learning light ; 
Such as t(j modern bards decreed ; 
A just comparison — })roce(H]. 

In the next place, his feet ])eruse; 
Wings grow again from both his shoes : 
DesignM, no doubt, their part to bear, 
And waft his godship through the air. 
And here my simile unites — 
For, in a modern poet's flights, 
I 'm sure it may be justly said, 
His feet are useful as his head. 



Lastly, vouchsafe t' observe his hand, 
Fill'd with a snake-encircled wand, 
By classic authors termed Caduccus, 
And highly fam'd for several uses; 
To wit, most wondrou.sly endu'd. 
No pop{)y-water half so good ; 
For let folks only get a touch. 
Its soporific virtue's siicli, 
Though ne'er so much awake before, 
! That quickly they begin to snore. 

Add, too, what certain writers tell. 
With this he drives men's souls to hell. 
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A NEW SIMILE. 

Now to ap])ly, begin we then : 
His Wciiid 's a modern author's ])en; 
Tlu) serpents round about it twined 
J)enote lum of the reptile kind — 
Denote the rag'o with whicli he writes, 
His frothy slaver, venom'd bites; 
An equal semblance still to keep, 
Alike, too, both conduce to sleep — 
This difference only, as the god 
Drove souls to Tartarus with his rod, 
With his goose-quill, the scribbling elf, 
Insteiid of others, damns himself. 






And here my simile almost tript; 
Yet grant a word by way of postscript. 
Moreover, Mercury had a failing; 
Well ! what of that V out w^ith it — stealing ; 
In which all mod(?rn bards agree, 
Being each as gi*eat a thief as he. 
But even this deity's existence 
Shall lend my simile assistance : 
Our modern bards ! why, what a-pox 
Are they — but senseless stones and blocks? 




\A^ /»i/^»^ 



121 








SvRB 'twas by Providence dcsign'tl, 
Katlicr in pity than in liate, 

That lie should be, liku Cupid, blind, 
To sHve him t'n>m Narcissus' fate. 



I 



A NEW SIMILE. 

Now to apply, beg^iii we then : 
His wand ^s a modern author's pen ; 
1'he serpents round about it twin'd 
Denote liiin of the reptile kind — 
Denote the rao^e Avith which he writes. 
His frothy slaver, venom'd bites; 
An equal semblance still to keep, 
Alike, too, both conduce to sleep — 
This difference only, as the god 
Drove souls to Tartarus with his rod. 
With his goose-quill, the scribbling elf. 
Instead of others, damns himself. 

And here my simile almost tript; 
Yet grant a word by way of postscript. 
Moreover, Mercury had a failing; 
Well ! what of that ? out with it — stealinj? : 
In which all modern bards agi'ee, 
Ik'ing each as great a thief as he. 
But even this deity's existence 
Shall lend my simile assistance : 
Our modem bards ! why, what a-pox 
Are they — but senseless stones and blocks? 
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Sire '[whh by I'rovideiice <k'si(fnM, 
Hiithfr in pity tluiii in liaU-, 

Tlmt lu- slK.iiId Ih', like Cupid, l.lind, 
'Vi> wave him t'nnn Narrissus' fiilv. 




WiiKN lovely Woman stoops to folly. 
Ami finds, too late, that mfn bi'tniy — 

Wliiit chariu can soothe licr iiicliiiifliolyr 
Wliat art can wash her guilt away 'i 

The only Hrt her guilt to cover, 

To hido lier shatnc from every eye, 

To give repentance to her lover. 
And wring his bosom — is, to die. 




Tnis, when soft, love snhdiiow the heart 
With smiling hopes and chilling fears, 

'Hie siinl rejects the aid of art, 

And speaks in niomeiitH more than years. 




Amidkt the clamonr of exulting joyst, 
. Wliich triunipli forces froiri the ixitriot hciii-t, 
Grief diires to mingle her soul-pierdiig voice, 

And (juells the raptures wliich frotii plciisure start. 



Wolfe, to thee a streaming flood of woe, 
Highing we pay, and think e'uii concpiest dear; 

Quebec in vain shall teach our breasts to glow. 
Whilst thy sad fate extorts the heart-wrung tear. 

Alive, the foe tliy dreadfnl vigour fl 1 

And smv thee fall witli joy-i)r o g yon : 

Yet they shall know thou contu r t tl uii„l dead, 
Since from thy tonih a tlionsa 1 I cro ■ire 




Hkke lie;* poor Ned I'urdon, from misery freed, 
Who long was a bookseller's hack; 

Ho led sHch a damnable life in this world— 
I don't think he'll wish to come back, 






In all my Kmia's beauties blest. 
Amidst profusion still I pine; 

For though slic gives me u]) her breast, 
Its panting tenant ia not mine. 






n#laLf d VDltftire'b Henriade, 




Tins tomb, inai-ribM to gvntlc I'aniell's nHmc, 

May speak our gratitude, but not liim fanie. 

Wliat lieart but feolH his sweetly -moral lay. 

That leadu to trutli through pleasure's flowerj' way ! 

Celestial tht'iiies confcss'd hiw tuneful aid ; 

And Heaven, that lent liiin griiiue, was repaid. 

Needless to him the tribute we IjostuW — 

The trnnsitury biviith of fame below; 

More htstiiig rapture from his works shall rise, 

While converts thank their poet in ihe skies. 




ItED-rHAMHER, 



Where tlio Hi-il J.ion, Uttrin^ o'er the way, 

Iiivitt-a t'lidi ])iissing striiiijfer tluit ciiii pay, 

WliLTi- CahH'tt'a liiitf, mid Parsons' black clininpngne, 

Kcgiilc the draljs and bloods of Drury Lane^ 

Tlierc, in n, lonely ruoin, from bailiffs snug, 

The Miisu foinid Sfriiir<;cii, st rttcli'd beneath a mjf. 

A window, pateli'd with jiaper, lent a ray 

That dimly s'.kiwM Hio state in which he lay: 

The sanded floor thi.t gr-its beneath the tread; 

The hiiniid wall with paltry pictures spread; 

'ITie royal game of goose was there in view. 

And the twelve rules the royal martyr drew ; 

'JTio aeofsond, fnim'd with listing, found a plnee, 

And brave Pnnee William show'd his* lamp-blaek face.* 

The mom was cold — he views with keen dcsiro 

'Jlio rusty grate, unconscious of a tire ; 

With beer and milk nnvars the fi-iezc was scor'd. 

And five craek'd tea-en])s dix'ss'd the ehimney-board; 

A night-eap dcek'd his brows instead of bay, 

A cap by night— a stocking all the day ! 
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FROM THE COMEDY OF "SHE STOOPS TO CONQITER." 



ScKNK. — A J^oom in flu'- Ah'Jiouxr, " T///' Thrrr l*itirn}iit.'' 

m' 

Let schoolmasters puzzle their brain, 

With grammar, and nonsense, and learning — 
Good liquor, I stoutly maintain, 

Gives (jcntis a better discerning. 
Let them brag of their heathenish gods ; 

Their Lethes, their Styxes, and Stygian s ; 
Tlieir Quis, and their Quaes, and their Quods : 

They 're all but a ])arcel of Pigeons. 

To-roddle, to-roddle, to-roU. 

When niethodist preacliers come down, 

A-preaching that drinking is sinful, 
I'll wager the rascals a crown. 

They always preach best with a skinful. 
But when you come down with your pence, 

For a slice of their scurvy religion, 
I '11 leave it to all men of sense — 

I^ut you, my good friend, are the 1^'geon. 

To-roddle, Ac. 
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Then, come, put the jonuri nbout, 

And let us In- iiierrv nnil devcr; 
Our hi-nrts and our liquors are stout — 

Here 's the " '!"hree Jolly Pigeons " for ever. 
Let siinie ory up woodcock or hare. 

Your Inistflrds, ymir dncka, and your widgeons 
But of all the gay birds in the air — 

Here's a health to the " Three .lolly I'igeons.'- 
To-ro'ddle. Ac. 





Yoi'K iiiuinliite I gill — 

You may all g" In pot: 

Had j'our seiists been Hglit, 

You'd liiivo sent before night. 

A8 I liope to be sav'd, 

I put off bciug wltav'd, 

I'or I could not make bold, 

While the matttT was told, 

To inoddle in suds, 

Or to put on my duds; 

So tell Hoineck and Nesbitt, 

And Baker and hia bit. 

And Kuufiinan beside. 

And the Jessann* bride. 

With tlie rest of the crew. 

The Kcynoldscs two. 

Little Comedy's t face, 

And the Captain J in laee. 

— (Hy the by, you may tell bin 

I liave something to hcH liiin; 



ANSWER TO AN INVITATION TO DINNEK. 

Of use, I insist, 

When he comes to enlist. 

Your worships nuist know, 

That a few davs a«^() 

An order went out, 

For the foot-guards so stout 

To wear tails in high taste — 

'J\velve inches at least : 

Now I 've got him a scale 

To measure each tail ; 

To lenjrthen a sliort tail, 

And a long one to curtail.) 



Yet how can 1, when vext, 
Thus stray from my text ! 
Tell each other to rue 
Your Devonshire crew, 
For sending so late 
To one of mv stat(\ 
But 'tis Revnolds's wav 
I From wisdom to strav, 

And Angelica's whim 
To be frolick like him 



'. » 



t 

i] But, alas ! your good worships, how could they be wiser. 

When both have been spoiled in to-day's x'lf/rr/*/i,s^r .^* 

Oi.ivKR Goldsmith. 



• The allusion is to some complimentary verses, in the Adtertx»tr, on Kauffman and 
Reynolds. 
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Ah, mc! when slmll 1 marry me? 

Loveis are plenty, hut fail to relieve me ; 
He, fond yontli, tlmt t-oiild carry me. 

Offers to love, but lueans to deceive me. 

But I will rally, and combat the miner: 

Not a loiik, not a smile, shall my pnsaion discover; 

She that gives all to the false one pursuing her. 
Makes hut a penitent — loses a lover. 




Say, hi'iiveiiiy nniso, their yimrhful f.iiys rv 
Hegin, yo daughters of imnmrtiil veise. 
Kxulting rocks liavc own'd the power of so 
And rivers listcn'd as tliey tlow'd along. 




(tOOD people all, with one accord. 

Lament for Madam Blaize, 
Wlio never wanted a good word — 

From those who spoke her praise. 

The needy seldom i)ass'd her door. 
An d always found her kind ; 

She freely lent to all the poor — 
AVho left a pledge behind. 

She strove the neighbourhood to please. 
With manners wondrous winning, 

And never follow'd wicked ways — 
Unless when she was sinning. 

At church, in silks and satins new. 
With hoop of monstrous size, 

She never slumber'd in her pew — 
But when she shut her eyes. 



AN ELEOY ON HRS. MART BLAIZK. 

Her love was souglit, 1 do avor, 

By twenty beaux and more ; 
The kiug liimself lias follow'd her — 

AVhcn she has wnlk'd befori'. 

But now, her wealth and finery fled, 
Her liaiigers-on eut short nil; 

The doctors found, when she was dead — 
Her last disorder mortal. 

Let us lament, in sorrow wore, 
For Kent Street wuU may say. 

That, had she liv'd (i twelvemonth more— 
!She had not died tu-day. 





TO i'ASS TliE CHRIBTMAS 1 



FifiST let me fupjiosCj what may sliorrty b« ttiif, 

The company si-'t, and the word to be — loo; 

All Bmirking, and jileasant, and liiff with adventure, 

And ogling the i-take wliidi is fix'd in the centre. 

Round and round gi> tlie cards, while I inwardly damn 

At never once finding a visit from Pmn. 

I lay down my stake, apparently cfiol, 

While tlie harpies alionf me all pocket the pool ; 

I fret in my •/i7.7.:\u\ — yet cautious and sly, 

I wish all my friends may be bolder than I : 

Yet still they sit snnjf ; not a creature will aim. 

By losing their money, to venture at fame. 

'Tia in vain that at niggartUy caution I scold, 

"J')3 in vain that 1 flatter the brave and the bold ; 

All play their own way, and they think me an ass : 

" WTiat does Mrs. Bunbuiy'r" " I, sir'' I pass." 

" Pray what does Jliss Horneek ? Take courage, come, do !" 

" Who — \.'( Let me see, sir; why, I must pass, too." 

Mr. Bunbury frets, and / fret like the Devil, 

To see them so cowardly, lucky, and civil ; 



I 



ANSWER TO AN INVITATION. 

Yet still I sit snug, and coiitiiiuc to sigh on, 

Till, made by my losses as bold as a lion, 

I venture at all, while my avarice regards 

The whole pool as my own. '^ Come, give me five cards/' 

*' Well done ! '^ cry the ladies ; *^ ah ! Doctor, that 's good — 

The pool's very rich. Ali ! the Doctor is loo'd/' 

Thus foiFd in my courage, on all sides per])lext, 

I ask for advice from the ladv that's next. 

" Pray, Ma^ini, be so good as to give your advice ; 

Don't you think the best way is to venture for 't twice V 

"I advise,'' cries the ladv, ^Ho trv it, I own — 

Ah ! the Doctor is loo'd : come. Doctor, put dow^n." 

Thus playing and playing, [ still grow more eager. 

And so bold, and so bold, I 'm at last a bold beggar. 

Now, ladies, I ask — if law matters you're skill'd in. 

Whether crimes such as yours should not come before Fielding ? 

For, giving advice that is not worth a straw, 

May well be call'd picking of pockets in law ; 

And picking of pockets, with which I now charge ye, 

Is, by Qfthifo Elizahrfh — death without clergy. 

What justice ! when both to the Old Hailey brought ; 

By the gods ! I'll enjoy it, though 'tis but in thought. 

Both are plac'd at the bar with all ])roper decorum, 

With bunches of fennel and nosejifavs before 'em : 

Both cover their faces with mobs and all that. 

But the judge bids them, angrily, take ofl' their hat. 

When uncover' d, a buzz of incjuiry runs round; 

*' Pniy what are their crimes?" '^They 've been pilfering found.' 

" But, pray, whom have they pilfer'd V" ** A Doctor, I hear." 

"What, that soleniii-fac'd, odd-looking man that stands ncarr" 



. , -7 - r^ - I 
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ANSWER TO AN INVITATION. 

" The same/' " What a pity ! How docs it surprise one : 

Two handsomer culprits I never set eyes on \" 

Tlien their friends all come round me, with cringing and leering, 

To melt me to pity, and soften my swearing. 

First, Sir Charles advances, with phrases well strung : 

'' Consider, dear Doctor, the girls are but young.'' 

*^The younger the worse,'' I return him again ; 

" It shows that their habits are all dy'd in grain." 

" But then they're so handsome; one's bosom it grieves." 

'' What signifies handsome, when people are thieves?" 

*' But where is your justice? their cases are hard." 

*' What signifies justice? I want the reward. 

" There 's the parish of Kdmonton offers forty pounds — 
there's the parish of St. Leonard, Shoreditch, ofiers forty 
pounds — there 's the parish of ^J yburii offers forty pounds : 
I shall have all that, if 1 convict them." 

^' But consider their case, it may yet be your own ; 
j And see how they kneel : is your heart made of stone?" 

I 

I This moves : so, at last, I agree to relent, 

, For ten pounds in hand, and ten pounds to be spent. 



I challenge you all to answer this. I tell you, you 
cannot : it cuts deep. But now for the rest of the letter ; 
and next — but I want room — so I believe I shall battle 
the rest out at Barton some day next week. I don't 
value you all ! 

0. G. 
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For you, bright fair, the Nine address their lays, 
And tune my feeble voice to sing thy praise ; 
The heartfelt power of every charm divine, 
Who can withstand their all-commanding shine ? 
See how she moves along with every grace. 
While soul-brought tears steal down each shining face. 
She speaks ! ^tis rapture all, and nameless bliss ; 
Ye gods ! what transport e'er compared to this ? 
As when, in Paphian groves, the Queen of Love 
With fond complaint address^l the listening Jove — 
^Twas joy and endless blisses all around. 
And rocks forgot their hardness at the sound. 
Then first, at last, even Jove was taken in, 
And felt her charms, without disguise, within. 




s-^ 




Uhakte arc their instincts, faithful is their lire. 
No fyreifjtii beauty tempts to false desire ; 
The siimv-ivhito vesture, and tlic glittering crown, 
'Die siirijile phunagc, or the flossy down. 
Prompt not their love : the patriot liird pursues 
His well -acquainted tints, and kindred hues. 
Hence, through their tribes no mix'd polluted flume, 
No monster-breed to murk the groves with shame ; 
But the ehastc blackbird, to its purtiier true. 
Thinks bluek alone is beauty's favourite line; 
The uightingale, with mutual jiassion blest. 
Sings to its mate, and nightly clmnns the nest ; 
While the dark owl to court his partner flies, 
And owns his offspring in their yeUow eyes.* 




^fi'UV^ 



WRITTBS AND SPUKR>J BY TlIK CUKT LABRLIUM, A nOMAN KNIUHT. 



■'■'/ hi, M,.u:.hi,l. 



What I no way left to sliim tli' inglorious stu^t' 
And save from infamy my sinking age? 
Scarce half alive, oppivst wltli many a your, 
What in the name of dutnge drives me hert- i* 
A time there was, when glory was iTiy guide — 
Nor force nor frand conld turn Tny atejis aside ; 
Unaw'd by power, and unappali'd by fear. 
With honest thrift I held my honour dear : 
But this vile hour disperses all my store, 
And all my hoard of honour is no more — 
For, all ! too p trtial to my life's decline, 
C'jcsar persuades, submission must be mine! 
Him I obey, whom Heaven itself obeys; 
Hopeless of jileasing, yet iuclin'd to please. 
Here, then, at once I welcome (^very shante, 
And cancel at tlireewcoro a life of fame. 
No more my titles shall my cLildrt-n tell ; 
The old bulfoon will fit my name as well; 
This day beyond its term my fate extends, 
For hfe is ended when our honour ends. 




TO "ZOBEIDE," A TRAGEDY.* 

Spol-eii hj Mr. Quick. 

In those bold times, wlien Learning's sons explore 
The distant climates, and the savage shore — 
When wise Astronomerst to India steer, 
And quit for Vriiiis many a brighter here — 
While botanistSjJ all cold to smiles and dimpling, 
Forsake the fail", and patiently go sinipling — 
When every bosom swells with wondrous scenes. 

Priests, cannibals, and hoify'toUij queens . 

Our bard into the general spirit enters. 

And fits his little frigate for adventures. 

With Scythian stores, and trinkets, deeply laden, 

He this way steers his course, in hopes of trading — 

Tet ere ho lands, he 's ordered me before. 

To make an observation on the shore. 

Where are we driven? Onr reckoning sure is lostl 

This seems a barren and a dangerous coast. 



• By Joaiph Crftdork. t 

t bu'lis ej)<J Solmider. 



! PROLOGUE TO ^' ZOBEIDE.'^ 



Lord ! what a sultry climate am I under ! 

Yon ill-foreboding cloud seems big with thunder — 

[Ujyper gallery, 

Tliere mangroves spread, and larger than I've seen 'em — 

[Pit. 
Here trees of stately size — and turtles in 'em — 

\_Ba1co7Ut'^, 

Here ill-conditioned oranges abound — \^Stage. 

And apples [takes up one, and tastes it] , hitter apples, strew 

the ground. 

The place is uninhabited, I fear ! 

I heard a hissing — there are serpents here : 

O, there the natives are — a dreadful race -, 

The men have tails, the women paint the face. 

No doubt they 're all barbarians — yes, 'tis so ; 

I '11 try to make palaver w^th them, though ; 

'Tis best, however, keeping at a distance. 

Good savages, our Captain craves assistance ; 

Our ship's well stored — in yonder creek we 've laid her : 

His honour is no mercenary trader : 

This is his first adventure ; lend him aid, 

And we may chance to drive a thriving trade. 

His goods, he hopes, are prime, and brought from far — • 

Equally fit for gallantry and war. 

What ! no reply to promises so ample? 

I 'd best step back, and order up a sample. 
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"TIIK K [ST Eli," A COMEDY.' 



.sV-A-'c i-f, .ir-v. /;"//./.■'/ 



What ! tivo long' aclft — iind nil to iiiiiko us wiser ! 

Our Autliort'SB shi-c luis wtiiittd an jidviscr. 

Had hIic consulted mc, she should liavD nuidu 

Hor nioriil play u Kjioiiking niiiscjucTiiik' ; 

Warm'd up cueli Imstiiiig sfont', and in lit'r i-nge 

Have emptied all tlie gret'n-moni on the stajre: 

My lift- oii't, this liail kojii her play from sinkinp, 

Have pleas'd our eyos, and sav'd the pain of thinking. 

Well, since she thus has shown lier want of skill, 

What if I jfivc a nias(|iicradcV— I will. 

Bnt, how? ay, there 's tlie rub ! [/"'k.v/iji/] — I've got my cue : 

The world 's a niamjuerade ! the tiiaskers, you, you, yon. 

['/;, yj.MVK, rit, and Galhrnj. 
liud ! what a gtimp the motley sceiio disclo.-'es — 
Kalse wits, false wives, false virgins, and false spousen ! 
Statesmen with bridles im ; and, close beside them, 
Patriots, in party -eoUinr'd suits, that ride them. 



EPILOGUE TO " TUE SISTEE/' 



There Hebes, tumM of fifty, try once more 

To raise a flame in Cupids of threescore. 

These, in their turn, with appetites as keen, 

Deserting fifty, fasten on fifteen. 

Miss, not yet full fifteen, with fire uncommon, 

Flings down her sampler, and takes up the woman ; 

The little urchin smiles, and spreads her lure, 

And tries to kill, ere she 's got power to cure. 

Thus His with all — their chief and constant care 

Is to seem everything but what they are. 

Yon broad, bold, angry spark I fix my eye on, 

Who seems to have robb'd his vizor from the lion ; 

Who frowns, and talks, and swears, with round parade, 

Looking, as who should say, Dam'me ! who 's afraid ? 

\_Mlmicking, 
Strip but this vizor off, and sure I am 

You '11 find his lionship a very lamb. 

Yon politician, famous in debate. 

Perhaps, to vulgar eyes, bestrides the state ; 

Yet, when he deigns his real shape to assume. 

He turns old woman, and bestrides a broom. 

Yon patriot, too, who presses on your siglit, 

And seems to every gazer all in white, 

Tf with a bribe his candour you attack, 

He bows, turns round, and whi}) — the man^s a black ! 

Yon critic, too — but whither do I run ? 

If I proceed, our bard will be undone ! 

Well, then, a truce, since she requests it too : 

Do you spare lier, and I ^11 for once spare you. 
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INTENDED FOR "BHE BT00F8 TO CONQUER." 



EnffT Mrn. I'ltdhli'ij, v:ho curlxiea renj hnv, tis hegluniiuj to Rpeak ; 
Ihmi eiiUr Ming Calhij, irlio ilaiuU full hefure her, and euTUies 
to the Audience. 



MRS. BULK LEY. 

Hold, Mn'am ! your pardon. What's your business Lere? 



The Epilogue. 

MRS, nCLKLEV. 

Tlie Epilogue ? 

MISS CATLEY, 

Yes, the Epilogue, my dear. 

MRS. BULKLEY. 

Sure you mistake, Ma'am. The Epilogue? I bring it. 



Excuse me, Ma'a 



MISS CATLEY. 

The Author bid mr sing it. 



EriLOaUE INTENDED FOE " SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER.'* 



livcltativc. 

Ye beaux and belles, that form this splendid ring, 
Suspend your conversation while I sing. 

MRS. BULKLEY. 

Why, sure the girl's beside herself? an Epilogue of singin] 
A hopeful end indeed to such a blest beginning. 
Besides, a singer in a comic set ! 
Excuse me, Ma'am, I know the etiquette. 

MISS CATLEY. 

What if we leaviL? it to the House ? 

MRS. BULKLEY. 

The House ! — Agreed. 



MISS CATLEY. 



Agreed. 



MRS. BULKLEY. 

And she, whose party's largest, shall proceed. 
And first, I hope, you '11 readily agree, 
I We all the critics and the wits for me. 
They, I am sure, will answer my commands ; 
Ye candid-judging few, hold up your hands ; 
What, no return ? I find too late, I fear. 
That modem judges seldom enter here. 

MISS CATLEY. 

I 'm for a different set, — old men, whose trade is 
Still to gallant and dangle with the ladies — 



li'j 
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EPILOGUE INTENDED FOR " SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER." 



Rccifativr. 

Who mump their passion, and who, grimly smiling, 
Still thus address the fair, with voice beguiling : 

JiV. — Cotillon. 

Turn, my fairest, turn, if ever 

Strcphon caught thy ravishM eye ; 
Pity take on your swain so clever, 
Wlio without your aid must die. 

Yes, I shall die, hu, hu, hu, hu. 
Yes, T must die, ho, ho, ho, ho. 

Da Capo, 



f\y 



MKS. BULKLEY. 



Let all the old pay homage to your merit : 

Give me the young, the gay, the men of spirit. 

Ye travelled tribe, ye macaroni train. 

Of French friseurs and nosegays justly vain. 

Who take a trip to Paris once a year 

To dress and look like awkward Frenchmen liere; 

Lend me your hands. — fatal news to tell ! 

ITieir hands arc only lent to the ITcinel.* 



'. Miss CATLEY. 

: Ay, take your travellers — travellers, indeed ! 

i Give me the bonny Scot, that travels from the Tweed. 

; Where are the chiels ? Ah ! ah ! I well discern 

) The smiling looks of each bewitching bairn. 

! • 'A popular daiiocr at the Opera House, in 1773. 
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EPILOGUE INTENDED FOR " SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 

Ah\ — ^1 hiinuiP. i/ovng Lad in m\j Jorlip.y, 

1 Ml sin<T to amuse you by iiiglit and by day, 

And ])u unco merry when you are but gay; 

When you with your ])ag{)ipes aro ready to play, 

My voice shall be ready to carol away 

Witli Sandy, and Sawnie, and Jockey, 
Witli Sawnie, and Jarvio, and Jockey. 

MKS, HULKLEY. ' 

I 

Ye gamesters, who, so eager in pursuit, 

Mako but of all your fortune one ra touU*. : 

Ye jockey trilje, whose stock of words are few, 
I " I hold the odds — done^ done, with you, with you.'* 

• Ye liarristers, so fluent with grimace — 

' " My Lord — your liordship misconceives the* case.*' 

Doctors, who cough, and answer every misfortuner — 

'^ I wish 1 \1 been called in a little sooner :" 

Assist my eause with hands and voices hearty ; 

Come end the contest here, and aid my jmrty. 

MISS CATLEY. 
Air. — nii1lin4inioiin, 

i 

Ye brave Irish lads, hark away to the cnick. 
Assist me, I pray, in this woful attack; 
For sure I d(>nM wron<^ vou, you seld<»m arc slack. 
When the ladii.'S are calling, to blush and hang back; 

For you're always ]n»lite and attentive. 

Still to amuse us inventive. 

And death is vour onlv preventive: 
Your hands and your voices for me. 

1 . T 



EPILOGUE INTENDED FOE " SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 

MKS. BULKLEY. 

Well, Madam, what if, after all this sparring, 
We both agree, like friends, to end our jarring ? 

MISS CATLEY. 

And that our friendship may remain unbroken. 
What if we leave the Epilogue unspoken ? 

MRS. BULKLEY. 

Agreed. 

MISS CATLEY. 

Agreed. 

MRS. BULKLEY. 

And now with late repentance, 
Un-epiloguM tlic Poet waits his sentence : 
Condemn the stubborn fool who can't submit 
To thi'ive by flattery — though he starves by wit. 

^Exeunt, 
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To he i:pul-^» h,j M,>'. Bumfj. 



There is a place — so Ariosto sings — 

A tn'aaiiry for lost and missing things ; 

Ijdst liuinan wits linvc places tliere nssign'J them — 

And tlicy who lose their senses, there may find them. 

But where 's this place, this storehouse of tho age V 

The Moon, says lie ; hut / afiinn, the Stage — 

At least, in many things, I think I seo 

Hia lunar and our miitiic world agree : 

Botli shine at niglit — for, hut at Foofe's alone. 

We scarce exhihit till the sun goes down : 

Both prono to cliangt', no settled limits fix. 

And sure the folks of Ijoth are lunatics. 

But, in tliia jiarallel, my best pretence is, 

niat mortals visit Iioth to find their senses : 

To this Htruiige spot, rakoM, macaronics, cits. 

Come thronging to t-olieet their scattcr'd wits. 

The gay coquette, wlio ugies all the day. 

Cornea here at night, and goes a prude away. 

Hither the affected city dame advancing. 

Who sighs for upeias, and doats on dancing, 



ASOTIIER ISTENDED EPILOOl'F. 

'J'niiglit by our art her ridicule to pause on, 
Quita tlw BiiUcf, and calls £<yr Nnncy Dnwson. 
The garacstt'r, too, whose wit's all high or low. 
Oft risks his fortune on one desperate throw, 
Cornea herc to saunter, liaring made his bets. 
Finds his lost seiisew out, and pays hia debts. 
The Mohawk,* too, with angry phrases stor'd — 
As "Dam' me. Sir !" and "Sir, I wear a aword !" 
Here lesson'd for ii while, and honce retreating. 
Goes out, affi-onts his man, and takes a beating. 
Hero come the sons of scandal and of news. 
But find no sense — for they had none to lose. 
Of all the tribes here wanting an adviser, 
Our Author's the least likely to grow wiser; 
Has he not seen how you your favour place 
On sentimental fiuecns and lords in laco ? 
Without a star, a coronet, or garter. 
How can the piece expect or hope for quarter ? 
No liigh-life scenes, im sentiment — the creature 
Still stoops among the low to copy nature : 
Yes, lie 's far gone : and yet nomio pity fix ; 
The Englisli laws forbid to punish lunatics. 




TO THK CUMKDY OF " SlIK STOOfS TO CONOrKn.' 
Spokm h;i Jf,v. JMI.-I.-;,, u, I!.'- ch-um-lr.- „/ Mi.« UaMaiMh: 

Well! liuviiiy stoopki> to conquer witli success, 
And gaiu'il a husband without aid from dress, — 
Btill, as a bannaid, I could wisli it too. 
As I havo confjucr'd liiui, to louijucf you : 
And let mo say, for all your resolution, 
That pretty Larinaida have doue execution. 
Our life is all a play, foiiipos'd to please, 
" Wd have our rxih and our I'niniiiri'ti," 
Tlie first Act shows tho simple country maid. 
Harmless and young, of every thing afraid; 
Bluslu's wlien hir'd, and with unmeaning action : 
" I hopes as liow to give you siitisfaetion." 
Her sec'ond Act displays a liveher Hcniiej — 
The uuljlushing barmaid of a country inn, 
Who whisks about the house, at market caters. 
Talks loud, cocjuets the guei^ts, and scolds the waiters. 
Next tho scene shifts to town, and there she soars. 
The cliop-house toast of ogling roiiDoinMruni. 
On 'squires and cits she there displays her arts, 
And on the gridiron broils her lovers' hearts — 



EriLOtlOE TO " SHE STOOPS TO CONQrER." 

And as slic smiles, her triumphs to complete, 

Even common -councilm en forpct to eat. 

Tlic fourth Act shows Iicr wedded to the 'squire. 

And Madiim now bejjiu.s to hold it higlierj 

Preteuds to taste, ut opei-as cries com, 

And quits her Snurij Ihnrxon for Clirfiiro ; 

Dotes upon ditnciiijj;, nnd in nil her pride. 

Swims aound the room, the HeincI of Oheapside; 

Ogles and leers with artificial skill, 

'Till, having lost in age the power to killj 

She sits all night at cards, and ogles at spadille. 

Such, through our lives the i-n-nl/nJ li'iKiory — 

The iifth and last Act still remains for me : 

The barmaid now fi>r your protection prays ; 

Turns female barrister, and pleads for Hayes,* 





TO "THE (HUtJl-NATl'HED MAX."" 

As..pufling' quni-kri soim.' (.'jiitiff ivit^tch prociin* 
To awTiir tho pill, or drop, luis ivroiight it cure — 
Thue, oil tho stage, our pliiy-wriglits stiH depend. 
For ei>ilojfues and prologues, on some fi-iciid 
' Who ttiows each art of coaxiiiif up the tow^l, 
: And iiialve^fjill niaiiy a hitter (>i)l f^o down, 
■ GonseiOHS of this, our hard has gone about, 
7 . Afid tcas'^ each rhjnniiig friend to help hiin out. 
■ -■" An Kl'ilog'ic — things can't go on irithout it ; 
." Iteould not fail, would yon hut set ahont it." 

" Young man," criea^ojio — » hard hiid np in clovei 
"Alas !.. yourlg man, liiy irnting days ■tin- over ; 
IJct hoys play triekw, lind kitk.the stniiv; not I: 
.Your, bntther Doetorithi-re, pcrha|)a niay try." 
."Wliat-rV ifcar Sir/^the Doetorinterjiosos; 
" What, -plaaU- my rhisHe, Sir, aTiiong his vo«es ! 
. iso, no, Hvo other ewntests to maintain ; 
To-night I tj^'itd our,tTi,H»ps at Wnrwiek Inuict 

* "."TLe Aullii.r. iii ri|>i!niiti<a'i^'iui riiil"L''U' ffmi * frii'ml kV t>j|i,r.t, ct, 



EPILOGUE TO " THE UOOD-NATURED MAN." 

Go, ask your JIftiinfjer." "Who? me? Your pardon; 

'Itcse tilings arc not our forte at Covont Garden." * 

Our Autlmr'a fi-iends, tlms jilac'd at liajipy distance, 

Give liim good words, indeed, but uo nssistancc. 

As some uuliappy wight, at some new play, 

At the pit doov stands elbowing away ; 

A\niilc oft, with many a smile, and many a shrug. 

He eyes the centre, where his friends sit snug; 

His simpering frienda, with jileasure in their eyes. 

Sink as he sinks, and as lie rises rise ; 

He nods, they nod ; he cringes, tliey grimace ; 

But not a soid will budge to give him place. 

Since, then, unhelp'd, our bard must now conform 

" To 'bide the pelting of this pitiless stonu," 

Blamo whore you must, be candid where you can, 

And he each critic tbe Good-natvued ilAS. 





Ve iniisi'h, (loiir llic pitvitifj Ifiir 

For l'..llif. siiiiK'h'd iiwiiv ; 
Oh! had he livM ai.otla-r v.-;.r - 

He Imd not -lic.l t<i-aiiy. 

Oh] wci-ii Ik- hurt, 1.. l.lrss inatikilul, 

111 viiinoiis tiTiii's (if yorcj 
Heroes thfiiisi'lvcs liml fjiU'n hcliind- 

WhoTH-'tr li<- went l.of.ire. 



How Htwl tho gifivcs nnd plaiiis iijipi'ur, 

And My 111 pathetic whcep ; 
Even pitying hills would droji ii teiir — 

If hillH cmild Icfira to weop. 

Hi» lK.uiity in {'Xitlted strain 
Em-h l»inl nii^ht well dispky, 

Since none inipliir'd relief in Viiin -- 
'I'tiiit went relievM away. 

And litirk ! I hear the tuneful thronfr 

Win ohse<iuie3 forbid; 
Ho still (.hull live, bIuiH live as long - 

As ever dead innn did. 




WRiTTKS Fott ,M;i. crUHi.Es lkr i.v:ivb:>, th hk si-oken is the 

fllARAI-TKn Of lI.lULKyriN, AT HIS 11EXEF1T. 



HoLU ! Proiiii)tcr, lioUl ! a word bufore your iioDsonse , 
I 'd speak a woi-d or two, to l'hhl' my couscience. 
My pride forbids it e\or sliould be sivid. 
My heels ecIipH'd the honours of my head; 
That I found humour in a |)iebal(i vest, 
Or ever thought that jumping was a jest. 

[Wifos off hin vin«k. 
Wiienco, and what art thou, visionary birth ? 
Nature disowns, and reason scorns thy mirth ; 
In thy blai'k aspect cvury passion sleeps. 
The joy tliat dimples, and the woe that weeps. 
How hast thou fill'd tlie scone with all thy brood 
Of fools pursuing, an ' of fools pursu'd ! 
\\'Tiose iu8 and outs nn ray of sense discloac»> 
Will se only plot it is to break our nones; 
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Whilst from below, the trap-door demons rise, 

And from above, the danyflinc^ deities. 

Arid shall I mix in this uuhallow'd crew ? 

May rosin' d lightning blast me, if I do ! * 

No — I will act — I '11 vindicate the stage ; 

Shakspere himself shall feel my tragic rage. 

Off ! off ! vile trap])ings ! a new passion reigns ! 

The madd'ning monarch revels in my veins. 

Oh ! for a Richard's voice to catch the theme : 

*' (live me another horse ! bind up my wounds — soft — 

'twas but a dream." 
Ay, 'twas but a dream — for now there 's no retreating, 
If I cease Harlequin, I cease from eating. 
'Tw^as thus that ^]sop's stag — a creature blameless, 
Yet something vain, like one that shall be nameless — 
Once on the margin of a fountain stood, 
And caviird at his image in the Hood. 
" ITie deuce confound," he cries, "these drumstick shanks ! 
They neither liave my gratitude nor thanks ; 
iliey 're perfectly disgraceful ! strike me dead ! 
But for a liead — ves, ves, i have a head. 
How j)iercing is that eye ! how sleek that brow ! 
My horns ! — I'm told horns are the fashicm now." 
Whilst thus he spcjke, astonish'd, to his view- 
Near, and more near, the liounds and huntsmen drew ; 
** Hoicks ! hark forward !" came thundering from behind, 
He bounds aloft, outstrips the fleeting wind; 
He quits the woods, and tries the "Kjaten ways; 
He stiirts, he pants, lie takes the circling maze, 

* StM;;c*liKUtj>inK' 
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liftUXlUK WHITTKN IJ^K UK. CHAKl.KS I.BK I.KWKH. 

At k-iigth, his Billy lioad, su [u-i/d WCjit, 

Is taught liis tbniii-i- fully ro di.']>Wc'; 

Wliikt lii^ stroiifi liriili-s cunsijiiv t.) si^t him IVlh-, 

And at uni' In.iiiid U- saves liitiisi'K— like im-. 




